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MATTHEW STEVENSON. 


Mart. Epig. 
Carpere vel noli nofira vel ede tua. 


de ges 


TO THE 
Right. Honourable 


EDWARD 


WORCESTER. 


Hen I refle® upon Tour Mo- 
nours Grandeur, I am ſtartled 
ny attempt 3 for I am not 
ignorant that the Lyrick Poet 
could not ſotruly ſing to His 
Mecœnas, I can to Tour 
Lordſbip' Atavis, edit Regibus : But as to 
Tour tranſcendent Thoughts, big with wonder, 
they are the ſubje@, not of my a «pprevenfons 
but admiration. Who then can take the height 

f Tour. accompliſhment ? AU this makes 4 
geinſt mez and I ſhould de ſiſt, but that Ex- 
perience has convinc'd me, Tour Lordſhip is 
Right Humble, & Right Honourable; Aud 
in Caudonr not bebind that Eaſters Conque- 
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reur, that wot accepted only , but ſup'd« 
draught of cold water ont of a poor Man': 
band. My Lord, mine is in a managr 11 

ſame, a handful of water taken up from Heli- 
con, which I as heartily offer, not npon ac- 
compt of thanks, but pardon; Of which I can- 
wot reaſonably deſpair, when I conſider that 
in the Garden of Tour Vertues Tour Honour 
i ſtill pleaſed to cheriſh the lowly Violet « 
Humility,even to the envy of the Lilly's Bean- 
ty, and the Roſes Bluſhes. This was it encou- 
rag d me thus to Petition Tour Lordſhip to 
vouckſafe this petty Preſent, this mite, this, 
all I have, the Honour of acceptance, and it; 


Author, ( though unworthy ) that of being 


As 4 a 


My Lord, 
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Your Honours 


Meaneſt, but moſt 
Obedient Servant, 


Matthew Stevenſon. 
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Reader. 


N 
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READER. 


E thou Courteous, or contra - 
ry, tis to me all one ; If thou 
art of my Acqua intance, thou 
haſt ſeen moſt of theſe, where- 
ot not a ſingle paper but has 
had the approve of more 

than one: If not? Thy cenſure is to me a 
Cypher, or if thou know'ſt me, and not how 
to read Poetry, I muſt ſay to thee with the 
Poet, 


Orem legs bic mew eft,0 Fidentixe, llle lu, 
Sed male cum recitæ incipit eſſe tuus. 


In plain Engliſh, 
0 Fidentine, the Book thou read'ſt is mine, 
But read it like a fool,and then 'ris thine. 


I come not here to beg approbation; for 
thofe I writ it for,like it,and that's enough. 
Every Reader is not a —— of 
Poeſic , my Judges are in the following 

A 4 Pages, 


Pages, who are not afraid to call it good, 
— ſubſcribe to it: Iam for multicudes, 
Du mibi pro populo. If thou be'(t of thoſe 
Geeſe that hiſs d at Jobxſont works, let mine 
alone, leſt thou ſhow thy ſelf as much a fool 
in buying, as I in compoſing it: but like it, 
and much good doe't thee; If not? laugh at 
me and put outthine own, and I ſhall do as 
much for thee. 


Farewel. 


0 For Paris,Chablin, or Le vine Champaign. 
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To my Ingeniows Friend, Air. Matthew Ste- 
venfon'on His ExceVent Poems. 


are ſometimes ſtoln into thoſe Hives that keep 
The ſwa rms of Wits at Night; & where few peep 

But either Laden are, or thought to be, 

With Ethicks, Politicks, or Poetry : 

And ſilent ly obſerv'd a deem'd Wir, fiſh 

To catch a jeſt out of his Coffee · diſh. 

But think tis either cuſtom makes lim ſic, 

Or Reputation, to be thought a Wit. 

For in whole Evenings, I have heard no more 

Of Wit, than what the Players ſaid before. 

But tis the Mode (one told me) now adayes, 

Many that make, meet there to ſpeak their plays. 

Ofc thus, Vave wonder'd and as oft I (wear, 

Have wiſh'd,and wiſh'd, that Srevenſon were there. 
Thy Genius ( Friend ) like New Philoſophy, 

Does make ſo pleaſant a Diſcovery, 

That we may judge thy Language does afford 

Wir, ſenſe, and reaſon too, in every word. 

Many can talk of Fancy and Deſign 

In Poems; yet miſtake, as thoſe do Wine, 

When Verjuice mix'd with Water they have tane 


Such 


Such may arrive to pen « Modiſh Ballad, 
And think they re ch' only Wits; but to my pallat, 
Their Wricing's flat, infipid, what d'ye call? 
When every line of Thine does taſt of ſalt. 
Their's, like long Graces before Meat, run on, 
Whoſe Food grows cold, before the ſpeech is done, 
Ac once Thine gets and pleaſes Appetite, 

As do the Morſels newly cut from ſpit. 

The Reader here need take no pains to look 
Which is the queinteſt Poem in the book. 

As I have known in ſome ) when I proteſt, FE, 
They're all ſo well, that every one's the beſt, * 


Val. Ol dit. 0 


4 na. 


e 


To my Friend V. O. on bi reading to me 
ſeveral Queint Poems of Mr. Stevenſon's, 


(prank, 


WI (Val.) that thou haſt play'd me ſuch a 
As this, (for which the Divel con thee thank!) 


To coop up Wit, as ripe, as Harveſt, grown 
From being Commun'cative as Thine own. 
And engroſs Faculty, as ſome do Pelfe, 
Or others Taylors, meerly to thy ſelf. 
Th's# loſt « Friend of me;--lefs after ſeven, 
A Reconciling Bottle make us even. 
Why mongſt the numerous Brothers of the Bay, 
That we have ſolac'd with, ( as I may ſay ) 
As Sir Wit Knight, as his Friend Wit Eſquite, 
And th' under-Officers, that ſerve ith' Quire. 
At Cafile, Divel, Salutation, 
Eſcap'd I thy Facetious Stevenſon? 
Who makes ſo much of nothing, as controuls 
The axiom of the Philoſophick Schools. 
How many Q "il Wrights now would ſit and blot 
Their Wealth in Paper; to contrive a plot. 


And 


And oute Your Faces till they feel it come, 
Eating their Nails, toth' hazard of the Ihumb ? 
Vet when they "ave done, a Man may hunt at leafi 
Some thirteen Furlongs e're he ſtart jeſt. 

But his unftrained Faricy's-ftill-che Came} 

Here every other word's an Epigram. - 


So free, ſo queint, fo caſie is his Muſe, 8 
That he that does not like it, let iin chuſe. 

N N 

Hen; Bold. \ 

: 

| 

, 

; 

| 

\ 

; 

4 , 


—_— — — * ST 


To my Ingenious Friend the Author. 


TY fancy's univerſal, and reſorts 

To meaneſt Cottages and mightieſt Courts. 
Thou haſt read Men, and Books; and therefore thee 
Who can bur call che Worlds Epitome? 

Thy brain tt Idea of all things effords, | 
Never lodg'd ſo much ſenſe in ſo few word. 
You'l beꝰ' ti: like, when from. this World you peſs, 
The ſtriſe of Cicies, as once Hemer was. 

I fhould proceed, but dare not he too long, 

While this lG reads, but the Reader wrong. 

This patch! need not eo thy Muſe deſign, 

'Tis thine own pen commends thee, and not mine. 


Edw. Bayngrd, 


eee 


To my Ingeniows Friend the Author, 


writs 

BI Friends tis meet that ſomething ſhould be 
Though but t' accompany a Friend to Wit. 

Things that are rare me ae laid to view 
All do gaze at, but are ador'd by few. 
The pomp of Princes in the vulgar Eye, 
Would ſoon decay but for ics Pageantry, 
Attendants give a Luſtre, and | come 
Among my Friends, to fill a vacant Room. 
But pray below, above, I fear the Ait 
Suits not the Climate of my Hemiſphere. 
Scoggin and Ben late in 2 — met, 
Such ſtrange effects have wrought upon thy Pate: 
Makes me afraid near that hot ſeat to fit, 
Leſt I be Carbonado'd by thy Wu. 
"1 Joques are ſmart, thy Quibbles quick, Tropes 
As free from thee, as Sun-beam from the Sun. (run 
Thy Verſe is ſmooth, yet piercing asthe Wind, 
It (miles, and frowns, is both unkind, and kind. 
It nothing wants, but that which of late dayes, 
Ungrateful men keep back, that is juſt praiſe. 
I could ſay more, but Prologues ſhould be (hore, 
Too long a Preface, often ſpoils good ſport. 


E. Boſtocke: 
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A 
PANEGVYV RICK 


u P.ON 
The Right Honourable 


E D | -0 
Lord Marqueſs of 


WORCESTER, 


His Inimitable, 
Water-Commanding Engine. 


My Lord, 


He Soul of Archymedes lives in You, 

And l believe « cranſmigration now 5 

But in its Pallage ir is ſo refin'd, 

Your nobler Blood makes it a greater mind. 
To ſhoot at Heaven, your force moves ſo ſublime 
Vou need not, with the Gyanrs, Mountains climb. 
Your very Art, roquantity, and height 
Is alike boundleſs, and to Gree: and weighe 
Next co Ommporent, whilttm this ſente 
Hea ven jultly ſeems co ſuffer violence. 
Pray we for Rain ? we are ſupply'd by you 
Earths mighty Y. ve, ſure you can Thunder too. 
You are that grand Vicegerent of the Sun 
That raviſh Seas upto the Horizon, 


by * © Stupendious 


if (2) 


Stupendious Art! who can, but fall before yon? 
We ſhould be worſe than Perſians, not t adore you, 
But that we do, before we gave our eyes, 
But now our hearts in grateful ſacritice. 
For outward Empire Kome has got the ſtart, 
But Morcꝰ ſter is ſole Emperor of Art; 
The horned Queen has ſute made him her Creature, 
And ſhown him all the ſecrets hid in nature 
Whence he begat, of a Ccleſtial ſtrain, 
This Engine, the Minerva of his brain. 
Who, when he pleaſes with chis lictle Nyle 
Pow'rs in a deluge on the thirlty foil, 
Rhodes huge Coloſs, cis true, vaſt Waves beſtrid, 
And Xerxes Bridge on the proud Ocean rid; 
| But this ſmall Whale ſhall ſpout out Wavesſuch ſtore 
| As Ships may ride, where Men might wade before. 
his hand-broadcloud makes Heav'ns whole ſurface 
With ſhowrs would threaten Noabto his Ark, (dark 
| 
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And in an inſtant makes it all ſo dry, 

Send but a Dove out, and ſhe bids God b'ye. 

Strange Art ! co make a River of dry ground, 

And that too, thirſty, that, but now was drown'd, — 
Compelling from his Hydragogous Brains 
Invention, deeper than the Mines he drains 3 
A work, | muſt confeſs ro be contin'd 

Within the limics only of his Mind. 

Bur, what that mind is, that is too Divine 
2 by this Earth of mine. 

Talk not of Herc"les labours ; He commands | 
More with his head, than Bryareus with his hands T. 
Wich che expence of Purſe, and Brain, both great Y, 
He buyes off from Mans brow the curſe of (weatz , P. 


eQ 


His ſtudy travels to procure us reſt, Tl 
And gives a Sabbath co the weary Beaſt; Ye 
s t n Ye 


(3) 


In what more could he Mortals gratihe, 

Eaſe tothe hand, and paſtime to che eye 

What I here (ay nothing at all reflects 

Upon irs eſſe, but irs bare effects; 

I therefore, here rettive my raſher pen, 

Could I deſcribe ic, I could make ic then ? 

Impoſſible alike ; chat hand of his 

That gave it form, mult ſhew you what it is 3 

Our eyes can only lead us to the (hell 

Whole Soul of action is invilible. 

This Character I may, and muſt give of ir 

Excels of Pleaſure, with excels of protic 

The gazing World feven Wonders had of late 

But now (my Lord) we thank you we have eight 

Nor is this Wonder ( though the laſt ) the leaſt : 

\Whothen can (ay that miracles are ceas'd ? 
Thus, for Your Engine then, let choſe that grutch 
Your Lordilups Lawrel, make another ſuch. 

One tulit pungum qui miſcuit utile dulci. 


—_— ——— — — —— — — — 


Upon one Mr. Day, at the Sign of the Horſe- 
Shooe, that laid the Key under the Door 
and out-ran,or rather ran out his Landlord. 


Ht Night, and Day conſpire a couz'ning flight 
For Day (they (ay) is run away by night. 
The Day is paſt, why Landlord, where's your Reut? 
You might have ſeen the Day was almott ſpent. 

Day, (old, and pawn'd, and pur off what he might 
Though it were ne're fo dark, Day would be light. 
You had one Day a Tenant, and would fain 
Your eyes might one Dep! ſee that Day again. 

8 
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No, Landlord, no, you now may truly ſay, 

And to your colt too, you have loſt a Day. 

Day i deparred in amet, tear : 

For Day is broke, yet does not Day appear. 

From Sun to Sun, are the ſet times of pay, 

Bur you thould have been up by break of Day. 

Yet, it you had? you had got nothing by'r, 

For Day was cunning, and broke over night. 

His ficry pranſers made the welkin roar : 

One horſe tor haſt has left a Shooe at door, 

Whoſe gilded nails do with ſuch luſtre ſhine 

He that comes uext will have ic for a Sign. 

His pale face now dots Day in Owl-light ſhrowd, 

Truth is, at pretent, Day's under a cloud. 

Nay, like a Candle is gone out, and where 

None knows, cxcept to th' other Hemiſphere. 

And yet, who truſted him for any (um 

Might have their mony, if the Day were come. 

But Day is fled, and letc cur hopes in night: 

Now, Cynick, now, Lanthorn, and candle light. 

Then tothe Tavern, Lindlord, let's away, 

Cheat up your heart, hang't, tis a broken Day. 

And for your Rent, never thus rent your Soul, 

E'relong you'l ſes Day ata little hole; 

Look at the Counter when you go that way 

Early enough, and you'l (ce peep of Day. 

But how now Landlord, what's the matter pray ? 

What can't you tleep, you do ſo long for Day ! 

Ha ve you a mimd( Sir) co arreſt the Dey ,- 

There's noſuch Serjeant as a J ſhus 

Put off your paſlion, pray, true, tis a ſum : 

But don't you know that a pay-day will come? 

Ile warrant you, do you but baniſh ſorrow 

My lite for yours Day comes again to Morrow. 
Phoſpbore redde Diem. 
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A Complement of a Gentleman in his Ale to 
a Lady of Sve. Are you 4 Nurſe, Ma- 
dam £ I wart one far 4 Puppy. 


Ho ever heard of ſuch a vile miſtake ? 

W But, doubslefs, for himſelt che Puppy ſpake. 
Or tather bark'd:why didſt not ack chy Mother? 
She that one Puppy nurs'd, could nurſe another. 
She would have dont ( indeed none had been fitter) 
Eſpecially for one of her own litter. 
Couldit thou prophane thole hills of A/pine fnow 
From whence Eltxir and Nepinthe flow, 
And prate of Puppies there where Princes may 
Ouc-rival Fove in a more milky way? ( lawn, 
Thou migheſt have ſcen through the eye befriending 
Breaſts, never made by Puppicsto be drawn, * 
Whoſe cach ſweet Nipple is our Wonders Theam 
A Strawberry center d in a bowl of Cream. 

But thou, thou didſt not know her doſt proteſt ; 
And all the reaſon was, the was not dreſt ; (cell 
Not dreſt? more blind than Moles, couldſt thou not 
A Pearl's a Pearl, though in an Oyſter thell 2 
Sure thou wouldlt make a (ad Altrologer, 
That for her Night-gear can't not fee a Star- 
I ſhould have ſeen, though paſs'd at diſtance by't, 
A ewinkling Gloworm in a darker night. 
She's not beholden tothe Cloaths ſhe wears 
For they are not her honour, but the theirs. 

nd let me tell you, you were ill advis'd; 
For 'twas not ſhe, but you that were diſguis'd. 


B 3 To 
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—— ——— 


To Clarinda. 


| Way with fond [1yperbolie:, 
A Snbliming duſt to deities, 
I purpoſe but to ſay y are fair, 
As envy muſt confeſs you ate; 
If you were not? you ſhould not hire 
My praiſe, ſhould knees plead your delice. 
Bur you are ſo, which to deny, 
Can be no leſs than Hereſie- 
Doubt leſs the Queen of Beauty was 
But like your ſelf, ſome pretty Lal+, 
Till by her Cyprian Zealots ſhe 
Mounted the tile of Deity ; 
Had you liv*d then, I really do 
Preſume y had been a Goddeſs too, 
For in your features Men may (ec 
The God of Love's Artillery. 
Your Curling Treſs is allthe bow 
The wanton: Wars with here below, 
His Fierlocks too, weeſpy 
Preſented in your ſparkling eye. 
Your fame's his Trumpet, and Men (cel 
His Banners in Your baſhful Cheek. 
Your Pearly rowes at every ſmile, 
Like Cadmzs Troops, ſtand Rank and File, 
If there then be a Front ſo fair 
We need not of the reſt deſpair. 


Nil non laudabile vidi. 
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Upon 4 Vintner that draws the _ 
better IWine upon Truſt, than his daily 
Gueſts, the Dyers, for ready mouz. 


I, 
Eport goes of late 
R That Mun, and his Mate 
Although going to Tewn-C loſe Gallowes, 
They cannot procure 
A glaſs of the pure 
At White-Horſe in St. Martins a Palace. 


2. 
And good reaſon for'c 
When there they reſort, 
The Boy in the Bar does ftand Centry, 
And ſecing blew hands 
And Necks without Bands 


He ſwears they are none of the Gentry. 


3. 
And what if they be not ? 
He might ſee, and (ce not. 
Or, I his bold Coxcomb would crack: 
He knows they are Jews 
That ever more uſe, 
To have mony i'th mouth of the ſack. 


Let a Hector but come " 
With a Boy at his Bum, 


(8) 
And bluſter in all cf a ſuddain, 
And Thomas ſhall call 
For the Pipe next the wall. 
For the Mountebank and his Jack-pudding, 


— 


5. 
To Blades of the Blood, 

The Winethat is good 

Brave Tom will draw all if he can, 
Like that deſperate Dick 

Will have none do the crick 

Wich his Wie, but a Gentleman, 


6. 
Lot their Bands be of lawn 
And the beſt ſhall be diawn, 
The Gentry (hall have't who e're wants 
For Trades men he cries 
Wich the Woman, who buyes 
Any Butter, or Cheeſe for Servants? 


7. 
A Fig for long ſcore 
Tom draw the beſt for 
Ready mony, or you may rue it, 
For a Pudding good 
The Gallants bring blood 
But the Dyers are they bring the Suet. 


1 2, 
It new faſhion'd Cloaths 
And all a mode Oaths 


(9) 


Do make you continue this courſe, 
You'l draw by degrees 

Your (clf ro the lees 

And then ride away with the Horſe. 


9. 

Since 'tis better far 

To whiren the Bar, 

That Ages to come may read it, 
Then let us away 

And Gallant like ſay 

'Tis excellent wine on my credit. 


IO, 
Now Dyers I come 
To excuſe honeſt Tom, 
Thongh 't1s true, ſome wrong he has done ye 
Ye drink, and wichall 
For a Reckoning yecall, 
And ye pay him in Copper-mony. 


The Fair Priſoner. 

Upon a Gentlewoman that ſold the Hair off 
her Head to the Keepers, but obtained nei- 
ther Liberty nor lively-hood. 

. ( head, 

MIR being gone (poor heart) ſhe rob'd her 


And in exchange gave nature's wig for bread. 
Her deftiny did to extreams repair : 


Sharp was che hunger, ſure, cut off Her Hair, 
By this, had it continu'd on her Crown ? 
With penſive care it had been Silver grown, 
a But 


— 
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But, what was ſilver, when Calas Y it would 

Not reach her Ranſom, at the rate of Gold? 

Such Gold, as Jaſon with the Flower of Greece 

Never arriv'd at in the Colchian Fleece. 

Which, only were in this to be compar'd, 

Each had a Bull, and Dragon for their guard. 

Their fate, though, differ'd, there a Prince of Greece, 

But here the Bull and Dragon ſtole the Fleece. 

In purer Gold his head did So! n'ere wrap, 

Nor ove. himſelf pour into Danae's lap. 

And, to aggrandife ſo unvalued things, 

Nature turns Goldſmith, forms it all in Rings 

Of ſuch, as on Her fore-head She did place, 

A Man might read the Poſies in her face. 

Fot ſome, which ſhe indeed did higheſt prize, 

She borrow'd Diamonds from her ſparkling eyes, 

A (mile enamels chis; that, the Vermilian 

Of « pure Maiden bluſh turns a Cornelian. 

Ochers hung lower, and on purpoſe skip 

Her Cheek, to ſteal a Ruby trom her lip. 

But Her conhnement, fee what ſorrow brings! 

Has curn'd them, now, all into mournmg rings. 

And thoſe her Jay lors wear ; who (Villains) ftrive 

To bury all her Beauty, thus, alive. 

Had ſhe not been fo Bounteous to give, 

She might have dy'd Richer than they could live, 
But, as ty, was with Mydas Golden meat 

Who had, indeed, too coftly Chear to cat, 

Starving his Teeth , he fondly gratifies 

The appetite of his inſatiate eyes, 

Till Hunger did conſtrain him to entreat 

The Gods again, convert his Gold co meat : 

Such was the caſe here, at a loſs for Bread, 

The Bell picks a quarrel with the Head ; 

Forth» 


Forthwith the Head docs with the Belly joyn, 
And curls his Mallie Treafure into Coin. 
[hus Hunger got the Maſtery of Pride, 
Thar Maſter is to all the World be ſide. (length 
Whilſtz not for Love, but loaves (poor wretch ) at 
Like Sempſon the diſcover'd all her ttrength. 
Put, as She ſtrives them rom her Head to (ever 
The lovely Locks look back, as loath to leave her. 
Bur couch*c, they turn again; who would not grant 
That every hair was here a Sens'tive Plant? 
Methinks thoſe Curls that muſt a Prifon be 
T' anothers head, might let her feet go free. 
ut now ( unhappy ching) in vain ſhe knocks 
That could not go, when the potleſt che locks. 
The new ſhorn Sheep is eurn'd out free as air 
To fleece, and fold ſtill, "tis againſt the hair. 
Sure Popery, in this Priſon 1s begun, 
They've ſhav'd her head, and keep her for à Nun. 
Ic h:d been good yet, and but juſt, to ſay 
There went che hair, chere went the Wench away: 
But cruel Stars! ſhe to the Lees was drawn, 
And nothing. left, ſhe left her (elf in pawn. 

* 
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Ars. E. G. to Her falſe and Faithleſs Servant. 


Ur, whence, ( falſe wretch) are theſe delayes ? 
Didſt thou not ſwear 


By all that's Dear, 
Nothing ſhould hinder thy Flayes ? 
Thy Pinnace ſcorn'd all Kemors's, 


2. Thou 


ſ 


(12) 


— 


Thou falſeſt of thy Scx farewcl, 

Art not thou he, 

D dſt vow ro me, 

No ftate's decree, nor Circcau ſpell 
Should keep thee from wy Citadel? 


4. 
But Flatterer thou art fledg'd, and flown 
From the chaſt n«it 
Of my ſott brealt, 
And like that Night thou left'ſt me, gone, 
Ah, who would luch a Traytor own ? 


A feeble Hermit raiz 4d the Fort 


Of Secreſie 

»Twixc thee and me, 

O Shame Cowards [ (ce reſort, 

To Love's,though not to Mars his Court. 


Thinkſt thou the Gods that teſtifie, 
From Heaven above, 

Thy vows of Love, 

Will quic thee of chy Perjury ? 

That were to make themtelves like thee, 


6, 
Well, I conclude then nothing elſe, 
But Love is dead, 
And Faith is fled 
Unto the breaſts of Infdels, 
And there, if any where it dwels. 


8. 
Falſe and faint heart Adieu, ne're ſue, 
Nor woo no more 
As herecofore, 
For here is all Vie anſwer you, 
Falle and faint heart, Aditu, Adieu. 
Figet ind conſuluiſſe virs. 


His Anſwer. 


Nd why ſu ſharp ? in truth (my dear 9! nuutt 

Accuſe your Pallion of unkind diſtrult : 
You thould obſcrve the end, and only glance, 
Not dwell on the Emergent circumſtance. 
Shall I plunge through ch abyſs of danger, when 
may avoid it, and go right again? 
What y6u mi(-conſtrue asa high abuſe, 
Reaſon will reads 1equilite excuſe. 
For that lay in his hands, which, next our love, 
Could only make our Marriage happy prove. 
Our ſortrous, though they (mart, are yet but brief: 
Never full purfe did ting before a Thief. 
Hy pocriſie ſomet imes befriends a Man 
To guard his Fortune from his Guardian, 
What ſhould we but invite the publick (corn, 
To boaſt our harvelt e're we reap our Corn. 
The wealthy'{t wights preter;d the weakeſt ſtore 
And what they hug, conceal, I do no more. 
Foreknowledge will but make us table talk 
Whilſt love delights in ſhadieſt paths to walk. 


For- 


(14) 
Forbear a while (my Dear ) and then expe&t 
Your Patience Crowned with a bleſt effect. 
Let not thy heart to idle doubts repair, 
Doubts are indeed the inlet of deſpair. 
For know, my Heait's but one, though for a ſpace 
I (ſeem to put on Fenus double face. 
In which ſtrange dref> I ſhall convince thee how 
Ll love thee; more than all che World hall know, 


— ͤ ʒZͤUJ—— 


—— — 


Tork-ſhire Alc. 


1. 
Ow now Old Tyke of York 
Haſt chou got neither Cork 
Nor yet convenient Wedges? 
Thy wylie wort alas 
Makes us all manners pals 
And mount it ore the hedges, 


2. 
That men ſhould ſit and tuddle 
In ſuch a fink of puddle, 
And to and fro ſo put her 
Juſt ſuch Ambroſia (ſucks 
A Company of Ducks 
Out of a filthy gutter. 


For my part I'le get bayt 
And in my Belly lay't, 
Having drunk this dirty floud 
What e're my Palate feels 
There cannot bur be Eels, 


Where there is ſo much mud, 4- Doubt - 


. 


(15) 


Doubtleſs the men are mad 
Where water may be had 

To ſoop ſuch nafty gore: 
Some call'c a remedy 
Againſt the Stone, but I 

Have laid a ſtone at Door. 


— ——— 


Upon 4 Great Gameſter that flights bis 
Wife and keeps a Wench, and at Play loſt 
his Brothers Cloak, who was bound fr the 


Indies. 


** Ordinaties (Vill. ) will keep thee poor, 

I mean thy Gaming houſe, and gameſom whore. 

If Apperite, or avarice provoke , 

They like the Wind, and Sun ftrive for the Cloak? 

Who, but a Fool, having a Wife of's own, 

Would leave a temperate for a Torrid zone? 

One, baniſh't Southwerk, by the Surgeons Hall 

For fear ſhe ſhould infe& the Hoſpital, 

Whoſe painted viſor with black patches ſmutch't, 

Would drop like Sedomes Apples if buttuch'c. 
(drawn, 

Ithonghe yer (VI.) thou couldſt not have been 

Thy Brothers, (a poor Travellers ) Cloak co pawn, 

But I confeſs P/ymonth's a good light ſtuffe, 

And he's gone to a Country hot enough. 

Bur, what, does more our wonder yer enhance, 

You threw't away, and yet twas loſt by chance. 


But, 


(16 
Nay, what was moſt, you ſtirr'd not from the place 
But look't ont, and faw't loſt before your face, 
What Clock-work's this, makes heart and «cthow 
Folly's che ſtrit, and fury the laft ſtake. (ſhake? 


— — ——— —2— •—3ùͤα — 1 — 
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— 


L. B. To his Miſiris E. R. to whom he ſent 
half a dozen pair of Gloves, which $he 
ſent back again , and after would have 
had them, and he would not ſend them. 


Sent, and you ſent back, you would not deign 
acceptance, I accepted them again. 

I had perhaps added my ſelf to boot, 

But Ideors know not Hercles by his foot. 

And now your errour you too late condole, 

Slighting the parcel, you have loſt che whole. 

An carneſt of my Love, I {cnt you then; 

Jn carneft 1 ſhall never ſend again. 

Your reaſon herem you have much abus'd , 

To beg the booty that you once refus'd. 

So Children of a little piece complain, 

Throw it away, and cry for it again 

Of any thing call'd mine, you ne're ſhall brag, 7 

The put it firſt in the poor Women's bag. 

In this you neither Wit, nor manners had, 

Fool, to refule, and to remand it, mad. 

Thus is your rudeneſs, and repentance born, 

Like Trophe's tothe Triumph of my (corn. 


n 


(17) 


„ 


— 
th 


— 


To His Sweet- Heart A [iris Mary, 
A Papiſp. 
(vary? 


Hat though from Kome in point of Fach I 
lle — Faith, nor differ with Mary. 
Though I douꝭt bend my knee to hiveleſs paint, 
Yet (M) lle kneel to ther, my living Saint · 
If in mine car thy Lips diſtill but Hony, 
lle never ſtand upen a Ceremony; 
Ile be chy Beads - mau (Sweet) I yow, I will, 
For +, ndulgence is my comfort ill. 
if You frown ? if You be Refractory, 
ray for me then, [am in Pargatory. * 4 
Yer if You ſmile, that; like a Heaven heard prayer, 
Delivers ſooner than the Peri Chair, 
If for Your favour | am at a loſs, 
I, though no Papiſt, will bow to the Crofs. 
However ( Deareſt )You diſpoſe of me, 
I am reſolv'd tobe Your Votary. 


— 
—_— —_— 


— 


Upon the Fair Miſtris Elizabeth White, 
Her Pocket pickt in Pye-Corner of ewenty 
ſhillings, and « Key wrapt wp in « piece 
of Holland. 


Our Pocket pickt?ſure 'twas ſome Thief of 
| Durk dive 1 Loco Petticoat. on 


dees. 


(18) 

Strange Riddle! at one, and the ſame time You 
Were robb'd in England, and in Heland too. 
It follows then, You are dividual, 
Or that in truth You were not robb'd at all. 
But, Madam, let me help You ata need : 
Though not in Truth, yet You were robb'd indeed. 
And by a faithleſſe, falſe and filchion Loon, 
A Rotterdam Pye-Corner Picarees. 
When truſting to a Flemiſh Bottom, You 
Loſt both Your Venture, and Your Veſſel too: 
And gavethe Pyrate cauſe — to deb. 
He got Your Holland, and gave You the bag, 
Belides a prize worth vent'ring many Deaths, 
Twenty WHITE Shillings and all E”zebeths : 
But, ſure Your Fortune had not been ſo ha 
Had You kept Watch,and let Your Key keep ward, 

I pitty here the Pilferers ignorance, 
How Rich had he been, had he ſtole one glance ? 
His heart had been a Noble ſacrifice, 
Burnt in choſe purer beams of Her bright eyes. 
But he had then fore-ftall'd the Hue and cry, 
And caught himſelf cloſe Pris'ner in Her eye. 
Beyond all poſlibility of making 
The leaſteſcape, She is, ſhe is ſo taking. 
The oncerouche needle ſhould have ſooner ſtole, 
From the embrace of the Magnetick pole. 
For he'd been wholly taken up of Her, 
And, of a Thief, turn'd an [dolater. 


rom York to my Forgetful Friends in Lom- 
bard-Street, 
7 Hat have ye eaten ſhame, and quaſt up bowls 
Of Lethe after it? Or have Your Souls 

ed their talſe Earth? if nor ? curs'd be the Cells, 
a which ſo creacherous a mem'ry dwells, 
Jr do my feet in paths unwonted ſtray ? 
auch as they call, Terra incognita, 

et, if ye lov*d me, ye'd procure, no doubt, 

he Eymicks Lanthorn, and enquire me out. 
"have no ſuch ftore, pretend all, what You can; 

is worth Your while, co look an honeſt Man. 


Fund Citizens have Lanchorns, ſure, but Sirs, 


The reaton's plain, y* areno Philoſophers. 
hen I mov'd Souch y' ador'd my Horſes Hoofs, 
nd waited on my Beams like Helzotropbs, 
ut now are inſets by my abſence (lain, 


Till, like che Spring, 42 — again, (make 


here ate tholc Charms of Verſe, that once could 
aſt Rocks, and rooted Oaks their ſice forſake ? 
hat cimber'd Men are ye ? choſe hearts of Yours 
re Niobean, marble-moulded ſure. 
virs I may (ay, whom neither natures Law, 
he Cords of Love; nor Love of lines can draw. 
But lle repreſs my rage, ſince tis my fate, 
o have to do with Men illicerace. 
hat can Ithin ? indeed, hat think I not? 
ut Your right hands their cunning has forgot: 


C 2 Yee 


(20) 
Yet, lov'd ye but reciprocal delights, 
Ye would have writ, though, but as Ephremite: 2 
My _—_ like a prey to Cacw Den, 
All Polt to London, none return again. 
Bur, now I dare ye, let meanſwer get, 
Or to my Love, or to my challenge yet. 
It neither? know my mem'ry (hall advance, 
Above the Clouds of Your groſs ignorance. 
When ye ſhall in Devotion come, 1 cruſt, 
Neglected Pilgrims, to my ſcornſul duſt. 


— _— 


Upon the new Vizor Maik, 


Have an pff cing to Lucinde's Lips, 
1 And would, but cannot pay t for the Eclipſe; 
That keeps off my benighted eye, l mean 
The Curtain that divides it from the ſcene. 
Why ſhould the Fair purſue the ſmoke? Your brovy ,, 
Shews Woman is a double ſhadow now. 
The Raven's billing, with the milky Dove, 
And Vulcan's kiſſing of the Queen of Love. 
The Swan has clapt her foot upon her Face, 
Nor can I Fun» for this Cloud embrace. 
Thy Fair face blemiſht with ſo foul a blor, 
Is like a China Diſh in à black por : 
The fight portends ( at leaft ) a Funeral, 
Where Beauty lyes under a Velvet Pall. 
Here Mea = unknown adore, 
Aud dig for Silver bury'd in its oar. 


(21) 
hy ſhouldſt thou load a fruit ful Face with (oil ? 
wy beams are brighter chan to need that foil. 
t Bats, and Owls beg eye-(alve of the dark, 
cannot ſce my Dapbne for her bai k. 
y, (my Lucinds ) for what diſcontent 
tep thy all Roſie Cheeks fo ſtric a Lent ? 
y, is thy Face which thou doſt thus dilguiſe, 
Mourning for the Murders of thine ches! 
that be true ( Sweeteſt ) I ſhould be proud, 
o lend chee mine as Conduits to thy Cloud. 
r, if chou hadſt reſolv'd not to be (cen, 
frown to me had more than midnight been : 
Or hadſt thou envy'd me that happy lighit, 
Vhy didſt not blind me with redundanc light? 
ut, if to hide deformicy ? Then, croud 
en thouſand patches more into the Cloud. 


? 


To the Faireſt Mrs. E. R. 
ov 


Madam, 
Are Lovely Fair, and, but I know 
You are not Proud, I would not tell You ſo. 
or my part, I commend Your ſweet Complexion, 
either for hope of Favouror Affection. 
Only, ſince I have little elſeto do, 
praiſe the moſt praiſe- worthy, and tis You, 
ere's no hard words, but in plain Engliſh thus, 
Lare Handſom, Young, and Rich, and Vertuous. 
hat can be wiſkt for more, when Nature places 
Heaven of Beauty, in a Heaven of Graces? 
ut, if You bent as free, as You are Fair, 
\ll's nothing, and You are not what You are, 


C3 Epi:hal. 


by 


, (22) 


EPITH AL. 


Upon one Mr. Power 4 Parſon, married t 
Mrs. Anne Flower. 


O cell the Turtle, theſe the Nuptials are 
JOt. a more conſtant and a chaſter pair: 
A pair this Morning to the Temple gone, 
To make their Bodies, as their Souls are, one. 
What hinders then, but Lovers 10 unite, 
May well be call'd ment Hermaphrodite ? | 
A bleſt prelage, Learned and lovely pair, 
Venus and Merc'ry, in conjunction are. 
Thrice happy two in one; You here behold, 
A poliſhc Diamond ſet in pureſt Gold, 
10 and all the (miling Graces came, 
ich Stars to grace the Hymeneal Flame. 

And, after one three quarters of a Year, 
Lucky Lucine promis'd to be there. 
Well fare her gentle hand, whatever ſhe, 
That dealt about the joytul Roſemary. 
Be her turn next to taſt the unknown Sweets, 
And chaſt embraces of che Nuptial ſheets. 
And for the Peerle(s pair, we joy them thus, 
Heaven fayour them as they have favour'd us. 
Let che endeai ment this (weet Morn did bring, 
Be as eternal as their Wedding King, 

The Bridegrocm of Her Sex has got the Flower, 

Aud the Bride all ſhe wiſhes in her Power, 


Epithal 


| t 


er, 


1 


(23) 
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_—— 


E PITHAL. 
At Mr. B. C. His Nuptials. 


3 moſt lovely pair, 
Through threats of drowning 
In Parents frowning. 
Now no doubts, nor deſpair, 
Should cloud the clearer ait 
Of Nuptial Crowning. 
No Counter-plors, no Rivals now ſuſpect, 
Your wilhes are acriv'd at their effect. 


4A. 


No woful Willow now, 

C #pid compoſes 

Chaplets of Roſes, 
In which the Bridegrooms brow, 
And his fair Ladys too. 

Hymes encloſes, 

Let Suitors in defires hot Embers burn, 
Their joyful fires ſhall into Bon+fires turn. 


C 4 3. On 


(24) 


. 3. 
On thy Cheeks, Beauteous Bride, 


| Move all the Graces 
With pleaſing paces. 
Bleſt he, whom faces betide 
Tf Eliſium of thy fide. 
This, this chy caſe is, 
Sweet Bridegroom,but had Love had eyesto ſee her, 
No doubt, but he had been thy Rival here. 


4+ 


Sing, Fo, ſing amain, 
hy tempting Treaſure, 
Out-bounds all meaſure. 
Give thy ripe Joys full rein, 


And Fo ting again. 

. Ceſar, 
Beware of ſurfeits, though, thy luſhy Chear 
Ends not to Night, the Fair lafts all che Year. 


5. 


Come Becebus, come let's trowl 
The merry Diſhes 
Brim'd with beſt wiſhes, 
Methinks I ſee the Soul 
Of micth an every bow) 
Preſaging bliſſes, 
Your crop's full ea rd, full ripe Your eye diſcerns, 
y, what can we wiſh ye more, but barns? 


Epithal. 


nne 


(25) 


—__. 1— — —— — 
"— —— 


EPIT HAL. 
At Mr. W. B. His Wedding. 


LL thet happy is betide, 
A Both the Bridegroom and the Bride; 
May their Dayes be all of bliſs, 
Each, as full of Joy as chis. 
And when the Cake «nd Poſſet come, 
Wich ſummons to Elifiurr. 
The Gad of Love convey them to their reſt, 
On Foeves (oft Pillow, Laa downy breaſt. 


2. 


Health, and Wealth, and what can be 

Added to Felicity, 

Wait upon the Noble pair, 

Such our wiſh/is, ſuch our pray'r. 

Be fruit ful as the Womb of Day, 

And live an eveclaſting May, 

Uncill at length Your mutual glowings move 
An emulation inthe Gods above. 


Zo 


If there be a Joy yet new, 


Such as Lovers never knew, 
All 


(26) 
All here preſent beg it may, 
Crown this welcom, wiſht for day. 
And, may ye double all the ſweets, 
Were ever found iu Nuptial ſheets, 
But hold / I tear we part Loves pair too long, 
And make them fell their pleaſure for a Song. 


— — — — — D255 — 
* — 


Upon Ars. Bell 79 —j—i˖ ber Faith to Her 
firſt Love, and Marrying another. 


8 Bell run backward then?*cis wondrous ſtrange : 
Vet wonder not, for Bells are given ta change. 
I chat have try'd her have coo truly found, 
That She has nothing in her but à ſound, 
She's metal co the back, the loves her (cope, 
A Bell (ſcarce to be held with any Rope. 
Her Faich is fickle, of Chamelion hue, 
You'l ring her Neck off, ere You ring Her true. 
AlVs thine my Boy, nor can [ envy yet 
Thy folly, and Her falſhood ſo well met. 
No, I have cauſe to be of better heat, 
Since my bleit Stars have made we Bell-free here. 
I hall not venture on next Ringing match, 
A Bell that is chus rung with a back-catch. 
Thus of ye all I cake my laſt adien, 
Bell, andche Dragon, and the Divel too. 
This I have thought on, though for Your relief, 
If the Bell crack che Rope will caſe Your grief. 
Sir, though I fear Your comforts cannot (well, 
Tu credit to have born away the Bell. 


x. Den 


e: 


— — — —— — 


Upon one Bacon, robb d by a Redcoat, 


He time and place, hunger and hazard ſet, 
And th* combatants Caltes-head and Bacon met. 
Bacon ſet up bis briſles, one would pawn 
Their Life, at preſent Bacon had been Brawn. 
Whom che keen Soldier collar'd, and ſo home 
Laid at him, Bacon was all of a foam. 
Who ſtoutly thus retorted, ben't miſtaken 3 
To ſtay Your ſtomack, Sir, know, lam Been, 
Bacon was of good chear,and thought to beat him, 
But che rude Red-coat lookt as he would eat him. 
And being ſtomack-full he falls aboard, 
In which tharp conflict Bacon loſt his Sword. 
About his head he brandi(he his bright flaſher ; 
The very fight of Bac made him raſher. 
And at each live, curting at B«cons Britch, 
Sixteen by Honours, made poor Bacon Flitch, 
The Son of Iron-follow'd, hackt, and chopt, *© / 
Bacon was fat, and in the broil he drope, 
Who, now, his belly full of fighting got, 
Never, alas, went Bacon ſo to pot. 
Tor mented thus, in his own greaſe, he fryes 
Poor Bacon turning up the egs of's eyes. 
And ſeeing that che Soldier was ſo teſty, 
Bacon repented he had been ſo reaſty. 
For now he knew not what himſelt to do ich 
Bacon, alas, had ne re a ham to go with. 


The 


(28) 
The Redcoat, from his bones the fleſh had taken, 
And made a very Spare-rib now of Baton. 
At length che Solder, having out of meaſure 
Larded his leaneſſe with fat Bacon Treaſure, 
Away marcht off chat Rogue of the Red liſt, 
Whom to his grief, Bacen had greas'd i'th iſt, 
Bacon hoy d home too, but he could not gallop, 
A Man might ſee Bacon had loſt a Collop. 
But how muſt Bacon now recruit this Lene 7 
Why Bacon, muſt co Peaſe incontineut. 
And whenet laſt, the matter up was taken, 
The Soldier got many a pound of Bacon. 


— — 


N —_ — —ͤ 


T AOT EH. 


Cannot love the man delights in evil, 
But Rate Hy pocriſie, for thet's the Divel. 
And Ieonfeſs I have no kindneſſe for 

Au old falſe Treach'rous Sollicitor. 

A Foot Poſt char for bub does alwayes run, 
As if he had more buſineſſa than the Sun. 
I hatechat zcal that does ÆEquivocate, 
And him that does a lye . prate. 
This mind T am, and ſhall be ever in, 
Curſed Hypocriſte doubles all fin. 

I hate all vice, but from Presbytery, 

Lord if it be thy will ? deliver me. 


Des 


( 29) 


— — —_— — 


— 
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Upon two Cambridge Scholars at 4 bandy- 

Houſe. 

Bandy Houſe ? and Men of Your Profeffion ? 

A miles it You art guilcy of digreſſion. 
It may be You preſum'd that we could not 
Diſcern'r, for the dark Lanthorn of Your Coat? 
But have a care; it does You ſo behove, 
our Works of Darkneſſe do not fruicful prove, 
"Tis like, before, You argu'd with Your ſweets 
Upon the Bed, but now y*are in the ſheets. 

ell, You the way ( Sirs) of all Fleſh are going, 
We (ſhould be glad to hear of Your well doing. 
Ride on, and overcome, yet let —_— 
The common Road's not alwayes the High-way. 
This Paradox | leave to Your conſtruction, 
The lower way's the High- way to deſtruction. 
Bravely reſolv'd —_— for in every ſhe 
Each did embrace his Univerſity, 
Pure Nurſery, y'are Youths of quick diſcerning, 
If Baudy-Houfes be Schools of good Learning. 
The ſtrongeſt Argument's drawn from the Face, 
Like Kentifh heirs, the Junior there takes place. 
Vet ( Learned Sirs ) You enter'd but their Gates, 
And they became Your under Graduates, 
They ſmartly their Opponents though, refute, 
And commonly maintain s hot diſpute. 
I know y'are able, yet give them their due, 
In ſomethings ( Sirs ) they are too deep for You, 
You are but Freſh men in the French diſaſters, 
You may be ſurechough to go ont Whore-Maſtert. 
If Learnedly You do but ki(s, and clip, 
You may in time ſuſpect Your fellowſhip, 


The 


— 
— 


1 
The next commencement, you'l out Doctors ſure, 
And it may be requifice for Your own Cure, 
Pm wy ou ſhould cravel in this faſhion, 
From Taverns tothe Wine of Fornication. 
And make Your (elves the ſubject of chis Satyr, 
Are theſe the Daughters of Your Alma Mater ? 
In good time, when Your money they were earning, 
They ſhew you then atrick(Sirs)for your Learning. 
Each oſ them in a Sylogitick way, 
Preſenting a ſubſtancial Barbara, 
Ho durſt Vou then on ſuch Polemicks fall, 
+ Whoſe very terms themſelves ate natural? 
Their eyes diſpute, they turn but up their Hoods, 
And ſhow You boch their Figures and there Mouds. 
But, to conclude the ſcene, rather obſcene Al 
This Riddle more, And cel! me what | mean. 
In Baudy-Houſes (Sirs ) You may pechaps 
Eſca pe applauſe, but very ſeldom Claps. 


- | m— 
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The Maſter to His Scholars, barring bim out 
at Chriſt mas. 


(ail ye / 

N good time(Youths) why how now boyes, what 
| ow here to do, Bellum Grammeticale. 
I thought that arms ſhould have given place to Arts, 
But You can't (ay, and now ye play Your parts. 
A Man that at Your Barrocadoes looks, 
Would think that you are, nou, cloſe at your books. 
Your manners (Boyes )has got a Letbean Cup : 
If You bar out, your Maſter muſt break up? 
And it] do? Ile be upon Your Jacks, 
(Rebels )and hang ye on each others backs, 


What: 


31 

What have we here ? a race of brutiſh Tartars ? 

Take Quarter, or, Ile fall upon Your Quarters. 

Twigs, | (hall bend Je, of, if longer crolt, 

lle bend the twigs about ye to Voir colt. 

What ſaucy writings this on the School door, 
ere not my eyes abus d enough before ? 

Thus in « Caſtle, You your ſuit commence, 

As if you durſt not truſt your innocence, 

Your part is not to prate, but ſtand in awe, 

No cuſtom ( Pigmies) but my will's your law. 
nd, if ye (till plead with me at this bar, 

You'l find me Fudge, and Executioner. 


— — » 


An Anſwer to aSong call'd Fair Archybella 
to whoſe eyes, KC. 


Y Deareſt ) Archybella's eyes, 
Though ne're ſo fair (hall not diſpiſe, 
zut own thy loyal ſacrifice. 


2, 
Nay, were ſbe cruel, and a while, 
er frowns like Midnight exile, 
Twere noon again ſhouldſt thou but ſmile. 


3. 


e like our Lodging and proteſt, 
So you provide a faithful break, 
o yow our ſelf Your conſtant gueſt. 


4+ Nor 


(32) 
4. 


Nor need You fear ſince Youimpart | 
Your Wounds fo freſh, but we have rt, | 
And Balſom too, to taſe Your imert, A | 


5. I 


Let not a thought that Death may give, 
Moleſt chee, doubt not thou to live 
If ſmiles or Tears may but reprieve. 


| 6. 
Dread not ( my Dear ) ſo dire « doom, 


Forbid it Hes ven, che hour ſhould come 
That chou thonld? ſufler Marty rgom. 


— m 2 
—v— 2 — 


Upon « Girle, would be his Wife, cauſes 
had been his Wench. 


Ed thee, fond Thing? I am not ſo accurs'd, 
Believe ic, | will looſe my earneſt firſt, 

I] hope, I better for my (elf ſhall chooſe, 
Than e're to bring Youro Your wedding Shooes. 
Travel onthoſe You have, till new You get, 
I'm not fo - to*'c for a Cloak-bag yet. 
You have Your aim, both ſhapeand colour miſs'd: 
For You are Dun, and [ have now no lift. 
You talk of Loving Letters that I ſent, 37 4 
In which, troth, nothing lefs than Love was mea 


i 


* — 
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I only wo0'd you to ſecute that name, 
Of which You made a deed of gitc to ſhame. 
That I ſhould court Y ou, ſure You could not think; 
Whoſe Repucation's blacker than my mk ? 
For in Your ſhape | nothing (ee, unleſs 
You'd have me Servant to Your uglinels ? 
No, know ic I had rather woo the Pox, 
Thau e're be (et with thee in Nuptial ftocks 
And lince all Stomacks (Gul )are not the ſame, 
Be wary therefore m your after game. 
Travel, but far, you may a Husband get, 
The Hungry are content'with broken meat. 

The Liberty you gave me was too ample : 

A maideu-¹ead may not afford a ſample. 


— — — 


The Sheep to his Shrew. 


(i Have a Salamander to my Wife, 

That cannot live, but in the fire of ſtrife. 

And I bear with her Babyloniſh Lungs, 

Born to be the confuſion of Tongues. 

She chatters hard, but let the Cogs be doing - 

There's mony coming when che Mill is going. 

I muſt confeſs, 1 thought/my ſelf a while 

Under the Catarrats, and falls of Nyc, 

I was fo vety deaf, nor do I know, 

Whether I perfectly yer, hear, or no. 

But the Coin comes, and let her ſplit her Throat, 

I would not have her ſpeechleſs for a groat. 

Not I indeed, if for a ſtrain I call 

At Midnight, I cau hear my Nightingal, 
D And 


4 
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And mid-day too, O Sweet and happy choice ! 

uy Philome! is nothing but a voice. 

What my Vexation was before, 1 vow 

Is not my trouble, bur diverſion now. 

When I perceive the Houſe too hot an harbour, 

IT out of Doors, and cool nit in an Arbour. 

I crace it ſwifely up and down my Grounds, 

And fancy, I am following my Hounds. 

Or, if a chearly Sun docs gild my Trees, 

Mechinks, I then am hiving of my Bees. 

On then(my Dear)and let thy clappers be walking, 

Hug luch a Parrot, as is tyr'd with talking. 

That Miller is a Coxcomb, ſure lam, 

That is offended at the noiſe of's dam. 

But tis no noiſe to me, I ſweetly dream, 

By the ſoft murmurs of that purlixg ſtream. 

Lam all Complacence, what ! if ſhe lower ? 

The Meat's the tweeter, cauſe the ſauce is ſower. 

Thus Fire and Water, Earth and Air agree, 

And from her diſcord lowes my Harmony, 

Some are for Cryſtal Rivers only, Pilh! 

No Water troubles me, that brings me Fiſh. 

Manis a mals of various mould, I'm here 

(As Iam contradifted)) in my Sphere. 

In this che method, ſomewhat is controll'd, 

For here the Woman's hot, and the Men cold. 

And here's all the occaſion is between us, 

Leaſt Bacchus in Cups ſhould meet with Venus. 


Vpon 


(35) 
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Upon a Pye lin'd with a couple of Geeſe, and 
Norfolk Lincks , after long expeFing ſent 
by the C arts. 


Our pair of Paſſengers in a Sedand, 

Of Pye-Cruſt, came at laſt, ſafe to my hand. 
Your Geeſe excuſe You ( Tom) and for this reaſon, 
Though they came ſcarce in time, they came 0 — 

on. 

But why, with Chains did You their bodies truls ? 
What ? were they Wild- Geeſe, that You bound them 
To th” good behaviour ? or did you fear (chus 
They ſhould out- run che water colou''d beer ? 
They were ſo linckt, methought at firſt furprize, 
They lookt like Felons, bound for Thetford Site. 
And to be ſute, not knowing what might fall, 
You ſent them too ſome tune, Caſtle, and all. 
They came but flow, and well they might be (lack, 
That ſnail-like, biought their houſe upon their back. 
To apprehend them (Cook) I hope, if we 
Out-rage the Walls, *ewill be no Burglary ? 
What murther did theſe Geeſe, that for their pains 
They arecondemn'd thus to be hang'd in Chains, 
Is this the fruit of Your new Norwich Charter, 
To hang, and draw,and ſend to us for quarter? 
Their innocence had ſure for mercy ſtroven, 
But, tis Calas) no gaping gainſt an Oven. 
Much leſs a cholerick Cook, who well we know, 
Will fec them Pye-bak'd ere he let them go. 
Your Letter has indicted them at large, 
But, at the Dolphin, there we found the charge. 

D 2 Thus 


(35) 
Thus, ina word( Tom) of Your well corn'd Geeſe, 
We had the Cothn, and the Carcaſles. 
Whom we diſſected, as you may con jecture, 
And in requite fead this Anatomy Lecture. 


ah — 


— — — — 


Upon one (Twine Drawn, hang'd and 
quarter'd for Prining Treaſon. 


Wine ? tis a fatal Name, do what you can? 

No more, but, Twine's enough to hang a Man. 
Soſads name, that foon the Omen in't, 
Was a legible about his Neck in Print. 
And thank his Treacherous memory that he came 
To't; furely he'd forgo:ten his own name: 
It elſe had (car'd him trom his black defign, 
He'd nere been Traytor, had he thought of Twine. 
So Men that raſhly run on Rocks, and Shelves 
Of Treaſon, truly they forget themſelves. 
Thy Treafon( Twine had Twine been in thy mind, 
Had never thus thy Thread of Life untwin'd, 
But Treaſon's ſad effects thou heldſt a loof, 
Fond Printer till thou mad'tt thy ſelf a proof. 
Fruth's ſafe, what ever Printer docs affect her, 
Shall never have che Hangman his Corrector. 
To put him out in Que nor yet bring 
His Bones a Dedication to his King. 
Nor have his Head pearcht over Ludgate thus, 
As Frontiſ-picce to his De Triſtibs, 
Nor can I think upon't without regret, 
A Printers Corps ſhould not have one waſt ſheer. 
But buried be ch air tchout any Pall, 
Save what he came into the World withall. 


Had 


Rn 9 23 eo id te a. a 5 


e, 


le. 


lad 


(37) 
Had | been he? thus much bmuſt confels, 
I would have dy'dby what I liv'd, che Prefs, 
Which could not but have carry d favour int. 
For dying ſo, he had come out in Print. 
Vet much at one; what had he been the better, 
He had been Printed, but, ina dead lecter. 
(Printer )where cre thou art ? che caution thine 15 7 
Twine Printed Treaſon, and the Haugman Fun. 


—— — — — 


Upon Norwich Gal/owes ſet in the Town-cloſe 
and the firſt there Executed was one Clarke. 


A Nd, can ye put up an aftiont, ſo groſs, 
How ? Mr. Hayſets Mare in the Town-cloſe ? 
Freemen look to't, if you theſe things allow, 
Freedom, farewell; you mult be ty'd up now ? 
Charters a Cobweb, if ye ſuffer ( Sirs ) 
The Magiſtrates to bring in Forreigners. 
You claim, and juſtly, all within chat Hedge, 
I hope you will not loofe your priviledge. 
How elſe ſhould your Prerogative be known ? 
But, if you will not? Gallows claim thy own. 
Yer, this is true, no ſtranger comes, but he 
Would willingly give mony to be free. 
For, they come not to work it does appear, 
Nay, rather, they ceaſe from their labours there. 
No bread, they eat outof your mouths that's flat. 
For, they'lbe hang'd before they will do that. 
Little did Hopkins think or Sternbold either, 
Their hobliag Rythms (ſhould be cranflaced thicher. 
But what is yet more ſtrange, a Clark began, 
And could the Plalms have had a Meetet man? 

D 3 He 


(32) 
He ſet the firſt Pſalm there, and had, no doubt, 
Sung through, bur that the Hangman put him outs 
Whole rudeneſs thus che Clark a labour ſaves, 
And fets him ocher, call'd, the Ladder-flaves. 
Poor Clark, the Hangman was abont him then, 
Say what he would, the Clark mult ſay, Amen. 
He ooh (alas) lings himſelf out of breath, 
That Clark is to the Miniſter of death. 
Here (Citizens) ye fee Your liberty, 
Hanging, aud horns a double deſtiny. 
Y* are happy ſure, Your Towneclole does extend 
Its limits, now (Sirs ) even to the Worlds end. 
It is but mounting upon this Belcony, 
And ye may look to Cringleford, or Cat. 
Would ye ſurvey your Scars ? bring but a Rope, 
Ye may have leave to uſe the Teleſcope. 
This ye may do, but, ye mult be ſo wiſe, 
As not to pull your Caps over your eyes. 
As for your loves hang em y*have got of late, 
An able ſtaple to the Town-clole Gate, 


— 


— 


Upon a Toung Tradeſman carrying News to 4 
Knight, his Wife was brought to Bed of a 
Boy, bad him acquaint the Pariſh, 


(portune 
OP; brought to Bed, that's well, and You im- 
Mr Knight here co take notice of your for- 
She is delivered and You could not chooſe, (tune. 
Good honeſt man, but, travel, with the News, 
VVhat ſelf denyals this, with Pipe and Taber, 
To fing Encomiuyms toanothers labour? 


Bur 


ut 
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But by his talking of the Parilh, I 
Judge he would have it Fi Populr, 

e lik*d not Your unſcatonable prate, 
Your Wife could beſt the thing communicate. 
But in an nſtant, like ſome babling Woman, 
You make Your Infant, andthe Wite, too, common. 
And by an ill coucht errand tothe Knight, 
You bring your little one, and Wife to light» 
But Mol's deliver'd of a pretty, Bird, 
And you did well co bring che Facher word. 
Mean while this mighty wonder comes about, 
Your Wite is brought to bad, and you cry Outs 


Thy Nam: les Pride. 


Erfidious Sheets ye lye; Harry's not Wed, 
Only has got a Riddle in his Bed. 
A thing whoſe memory was ſo far too blame, 
As ſhe forget her very Chriften name. 
And doubtleſs, bur the Parſon was accuts'd, 
Had been ſo wile to catechize her firlt. 
And not have faid, when to the clauſe he came, 
Whogives this Woman, but, who gave her name? 
Sure the fond Prieſt had ended all the ſtrife, 
Had he but given the word out, name the Wife? 
Her fate with other Brides was not the ſame, 
They came to looſe, but, ſhe to get a name! 
'Twas a folemnity , ſtrange, and abſur'd, 
They could not herecake one anothers word, 
Poor Harry! when at firithe took the pains, 
To ask the queſtion, he ask'd his own Banes. 
„ For 


* 


(40) 


For my part for the By de, c'ne let her fo, 
She ſhall be nameleſs, tince the would be ſo. 


. —— — = 


I, G. to Will a Footman, bis Rival. 

W IU, haſt thou run ſo long by the Coach- ſide, 
Not hing will ſerve thee ne, but, up and ride? 

Believe it (Sir) if you take her in hand, 

out ſuit goes then moſt forward, when you ſtand. 

Footmen,( alas ) arc ilippery as Eels, 

For, at the laſt diltait chey take their heels. 

If in her bed you ever fer your foot, | 

Skip-skennel,l ſhall ride in Your Coach-boot. 

When You and She in marriage bed do meet, 

Ezcl of you are provided of a {heet. 

lic lace your back, and tear, at my approach, 

Your Breeches of the lining of the Coach. 

Will, thou art more for Trot, than troth I (ee, 

A Rival fitter fora Horſe than me. 

Light foot look to't, | ſhall be Scrvant ſtill, 

To Mel, when thou haſt run thy Country (. 

Thou calkſt of Land, alas (] thou haſt none, 

Devil a foot, bac what thou runn'it upon. 

But we will both be Grooms, and co this come, 

He be her Bride, and thou her ſtable-groom. 

Orif thou wilt? and this I hope, will do't man, 

Tie be her head, and thou ſhalt be her Foot-man. 


Te 


lc? 


But prethee , (hall I this a viſit call? 


(41) 


— 


« —ͤ——ä — — 


Tomy Couſin Ar. R. C. coming in Monrning 
to be merry with his friends. 


Nd why in black?what means this nights-afray, 
Since I am frolick as the day. 
Why com'ſt thou thus in Mourning to * Friend, 
As if to mind him of his end ? 
In ſuch ſad Weeds P ropherick Ravens come, 
Tocroak out our determinate doom. 
Come not as thou hid'ſt Treaſon in thy ſhroud, 
But lend the (weltring Sun thy Cloud. 
So ſhall he ſet him down and {lumber while 
Thou chear'ſt us with thy ſmile. 
May be thy Soul is light, but that light's put 
Ina dark Lanthorn, and chat thur, 
Break out bright beams, and give our Wonder birth, 
At the Meridian of your Mirth. 
Truft me, 'ewere good and tate, but I (ee plain, 
Thou bring't Old-faſhions up again. 
Thy preſence was a Banquet, and thou didſt 
Preſent a Deaths head in che midſt. 
So all thy courteſie run's upon Crutches, 
Like him, makes a good feaſt , and grutches. 


Sure thou cam'ſt co my Funeral. 

Or is it cauſe thy Cloaths gainſt ſurſeits be, 
Memento's of Mortality ? 

Thou com'lt to laugh, and ſet good Chear to wrack 
Aud yet bring'it Lent upon thy back. 


Ne're 


( 42) 
Ne're fear (good Co. ) here's nothing needs 
Such over Monitory Weeds; 
We have not to preſent you what is rare, 
Yet, welcom to our Country fare. 
We bring You Bret and Mutton tothe board, 
Such as the Market will afford. 
We fall not Pigs, Geele, Ducks or Capons grutch, 
Our Barn-door do abound with ſuch. 
You ſhall have Wine too, and when bottles fail, 
You ſhall be (ure of humming Ale. 
With which accept our hearts; we could extend, 
No more ſhould all the Gods defcend. 
And, if this paper find acceptance too! 
That's more (Sir) then we promis d You. 
But not to be abrupt, nor tedious, 
Ile beg your leave to break off thus. 
You came in Mourning, but when You return, 
You mult leave off, but we muſt mourn. 


Phylis Funeral. 


Ome now my Lambs, your ſelves addreſs, 
Unto Your dying Shepheardeſs. 
Your Appetites a while adjourn, 
And pay Yourduty to my Urn. 
In Life my Flock I follow'dchee, 
Andchou in death muſt follow me. 
Your orders twenty Lambs in black, 
In white, twice twenty at their back. 
Twelve fable Ewes, like Widows poor, 
Shall, as my Mourners go before, 
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Six Weathers ſhall my Bearers be, 
Array'd all in a Livery. 
As dark as Nighr, and fix again 
As white as Wool bear up my Train. 
Wich lilver tips let every Horn, 
Our ſad and ſolemn ſtate adorn. 
With Phebes Creſcent, let cach front 0 
Wear a freſh Cypreſs wreath upon't. 
Let no rude Ruſſet hither come, 
Nor bloudy red, to ſoil my Tomb. 
But pure Lamb Black, and purer White, 
The Elegy of PHI, right. 
The Black (my Lambs) doth fignifie, 
My loſs of Life, Your loſs of me. 
The White does to the World, relate 
My innocence, and Virgin State. 
Now let me ſhew ye my intent, 
In my laſt Will and Teſtament. 

Firſt I, this better parc of mine 
To the Elyſian (ſhades reign. 
And, whence I had it, I bequeath 
To the next air my borrou d breath. 
Fire (hall again have what it legit, 
And, Water to her Element. 
Shall have recourſe, | ſhall return 
My aſhes alſo to my Urn. 
In the next place I do diſpence, 
Unto wy Lambs my innocence, 
Moreover | aſlign co chem, 
The gra(s green Meadow laſt nights dream. 
Preſented me, my Rams are they, 
Shall have my Cornucopes, 
Item, I leave my Virgin zone, 
Unto the Bud as yet unblown, 


(44) 


My Purple veins relign to You, 

Sweet Violets their azure hue. 

My bluſhes to the Role I give, 

My white ſhall in che Lilly live. 

My Golden Treſſes ſhall repair 

The Ruines of loſt Maiden hair. 

My Ocbs of light after this life, 

Shall wait on Tt and his Wite. 
My lofty, my majeltick front, 

I leave to Idas ſublime mont. 

The Cherry, or che Ruby rather, 

The tinctute from my Lips (hal lgather. 
This breaſt oppoling ch” other puts, 
Me ſo in mindof Cupids Buts, 

| cannot, but to him demiſe 

The place ſo tit for exerciſe, 

Laftly ( ſuch as they wont receive ) 
Mine arms I co embraces leave, 

And now ye know what my laſt will is, 
Farewel my Flock, and farewel PH. 


— * — — — 


Love- ick Lucilla to her unkind Shepheard 


Th” muſt I dye ? and muſt I dye for Love? 
For Love, that makes mic like the Gods above? 
If I muſt dye, what needs theſe flames? belike 
You'l execute me as an Heretick. 
But Momus teach mea new A. B.C. 
It firm and faichful Love be Hereſie. 
If death muſt be the doom of Love, pray what 
Shall be the ſentence of Novercal hate? 

if 
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If zealous Love merics a mortal curſe, 

Sare Hate, a cold devorion merits worſe ? 

Yet how unjuſt is this, ftories relate 

Many that dy*'d for Love, but none, for hate. 

I5there no herb that may my gricts remove ? 

No Antidote againſt this poylon, love? 

Pitty ye Gods, pity my Youth, and Beauty, 

See how each Organ buckles to its Duty, 

Cannot the Incence of our Prayers prevail ? 

What ſhall my fighs, my tears, my Groans, all fail? 

Where is the Siſters thrift, that go about 

To cut my Thread, c're it be half drawn out 

Let me but fee the ewylighe of my age, 

And then purſue the urmoſt of your rage. 

Why was Lucine preſent at my birth, 

Whilſt che propitious Gods promis'd me mirth ? 

Why came glad Hymen with his taper light, 

To mock me with the hopes of Nuptial night ? 

And why was Venus then aſcendant ? why 

Did all the graces grace me, if | dye ? 

Bur, while | chus in vain urge my complaint, 

I loſe my breath, ah, me! I faine, I faint. 
D:ficiam parvi temporis adde moram. 


—— — _ — 2 - 


—— — — ſ —ů — — — 


To Charola the Coy. 
2. 


Ou cannot Love ? for ſhame 
Come, bluſh your ſelf into penitent flame; 
Does the choice Flower reſiſt, 
Becauſe the faireſt ? no; enjoy*'r that lift. 
On 


(45) 
On the eye-taking fruit, 
Plead not yet ripe ? away, there needs no ſute. 
Why Woman are as eruly ours, 
To be enjoy'd as Fruit, or Flowers. 
But tis our fault 
Thar we exhalc 
Them fo, that they rebel againſt our Powers. 


2, 


Come, come, yet I afte& You, 

It you can't love again, let me direct you. 

*T may be, cauſe You are fair, 

And levigable as the downy air. 

You ſtand upon't, You will not yield, 

But, Phanix like, Your (elf will build, 

Do io, and then 

Repent again, | 

When Autumn has poſicit your once fair field, 


3 


But, ah, behold 1 woe, 

That ſhould command, I beg, and glad on'c too; 

My Charola admires, 

Since ſhe is ice, I ſo complain of Fires: 

Had ſhe a flaming Dart, 

She then would warm her own cold heart. 
me ! does not lame nature ſtint, 

Her flame-begetcing ſparks to flinc ? 

Pray do but teel 

The ſtone cold ſteel, 

And if you can, ſay there's no fire within't. 


4. But, 
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But, ah, my fond complaint | 
My obſcquies attend a tcornful Saint. 
Watrer by dropping oft, 

Sinks ſomething in a marble ſoft. 
But, my moilt eyes procure 


No genclene(s, but make much more obdure 


Well, I have done my doe, for l 
Find all things meet in mitery. 
And to ſurvive 

In vain lirive, 

My Angel, I muſt dye, | 
'Tis nobler by conſent than force to dye. 


5. 


How ? dye ? did not 

The Queen of Beauty on Aden Jdote ? 
And Pary confident eyes 

Survey the Features of three deities ? 
But, ah, far more Divine 

Is my fair Saint than that Pariſien trine. 
Whom, while I court my hopes but rear 
A fancy'd Caſtle in the air, 

Not unlike choſe 

That do ſuppoſe | 
Their wiſh Feed in a falling Star. 


Abſterian 


C43) 


— — —— 


Abſtemia ts Her importunate Lover. 


1.3 


Never was in Love, 

Nor will be tor my part, 
Inever felt the Archer move, 
Alas, he has no Dart 
Orelſe, no eyes to hit my Heart. 


2. 


And yet doth love 1 vow 

In chis my Boſom reign, 

But I proteſt, tis not with You, 
Pardon me ( Sir) I tell You plain, 
Tis with Diana's Maiden train, 


FY 
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And, though I lend an ear, 
When You preſent Your ditty, 
Preſume not, I affect your gear, 
Or You that would ſeem witty, 
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Good faith, tis not in love, but pitty. 


” 


"of 
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4. Hence 
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4. 
Hence then poor Flatterers 
I am, and will be free 
Like thoſe Celeitial Choriſters, 
e hug my Liberty, 
"Tis char, and only chat, pleaſe me. 


—— — — — — — — 


To Mr , Howes "pon his ridiculous Epitaph, 
on a Parliament Colonels Mie. 


Ut, didſt thou pump this lamentable ſtuffe ? 
Proteſt, the lines ate pittiful enough. ( ber? 
Th'are thallow ; but wouldit thou in memory keep 
Speak to th' Engraver, that he tk 'em deeper. 
hou, for the Funeral didit thy Verſes ſort, 
As Men do Sugar Plume, (ome long, ſome ſhort. 1 
pin'd, 
Tas good luck, though, they tothe hearle were 
Elſe being lame they'd ture been left behind. 
What think you, if che Colonel ſhould fee'r, 
That oe preſent his Wife with ſuch a (hee'c? 
Sure ſhe was Rich enough to leave behind her 
Ochergate ſtutfe than thy foul ſheet to wind her. 
Didſt thou intend this howling to her honour? 
Thou'ſt plaid the Sexton and chrown dirt upon her. 
Thou ſhouldſt have lighted too thy diſmal daſhes 
At the next Torch, and ery'd aſhes to aſhes. 
Then, as her Prieſt, or Poet, chooſe thee whether, 
Thou dit bury'd name, and body both together. 
Hadſt thou ſoopt Sack it would have brought thy 
lu better tune, & * thee loft ier rymes. (chimes 
Buc 


(59) : 
But, ah, thy muddy fancy ſhewe me clear, 
Thou ſtoodſt among the Beggars (erv'd with Becr. 
Thou hadſt thy ſorrow bettet far exprett, 
Making an Affidavit, mort eff. 
Yet twas well done, t' avouch it with thy name, 
Leſt other Men ſhould ſuffer , for thy ſhame. 
When wy ill Fortune's dead, and I would laugh, 
He tend for theeto write its Epitaph. 


95 
* — — - — 1 — ũ — — _._——_ 2 £0 - 


—— — 


P. T. Of the old Exchange to the Right Ho- 
nourable, the Conntefs of Dotſet, promi- 
ſing him her Kinſwoman in Marriage. 


Madam, 
He charms that from Your Lips diſtill d. 

L My raviſhe Ears with Heavenly Mutick til d. 
Had I led Love unto Your Neeces heart, 
And pray'd Him there transtix his keeneſt Dart 
His being Blind, would have left him exempr , 
From penalty, and charg'd the whole attempt 
On my accompt z whole boldnels durlt aſpire, 
Prometheus like, unto Celettial fire; 
*Twere no leſs ſacriledge than to bereave 
Diana of a Nymph without her leave: 
Or ſteal a Star from off its Region, 
W hilt Phebe ſlept with her Endymion, 
I had been Felon to Your Honour's Blood, 
And ftoln a Cygnet from that Royal Floud. 
Had not Your Grace fiſt given me my Book, 
The Golden Scepter of a Gracious look. 


Who, 
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Who, now, with humble Confidence refort, 

To this fair ſtream having Your warrant for t; 
Only, let me befeech Your Honour chat 

You'd 1atihe it with a Second date. 

Then being arm'd with new encouragement, 

My next addrel+ is to the Lady bent, 

My Forcunes Balance on whote only breath 
Depends the ſentence of my Life or Death, 

If tuch a happineſs attend my Lite, 

lle creat Her as my Miſtriſs, though my Wife, 

lie ſtudy what may pleaſe her, and concend 

Wich fate to make her happy to the end. 

As for You( Gracious Madam) deign me {till 
The Candour of Your Ladyſhips good will. 

So (hall I be afſur'd what l commence, 

Shall ripen in ſuch Sun-like influence. 

Mean while no thought ſkall from my breaſt ariſe , 
Bur what I dare preſent as ſacrifice. 

Thus | return my (elf to both, whilſt ſhe 

Polſels my Heart, Your Grace ſhall have my knee. 


— : ——— — — — 


To Conſtantia. 


27 others ply the Oars twixt doubts, and Fears, 
| now am paſt thoſe Rocks, thoſe Tides of tears; 
My ſullen Star is faln, War paſt, and I 
Lades with Trophies of my Victory. 
How do I bleſs my fate, that 1 did meer, 
With one fo Fair, fo Faithful, and ſo ſweet ! 
My humble knee bowes henceforth to no ſhrine, 
Though Ven were thy _ but to thine+ 
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O what a happineſs it is to lye 
Under the T ropick of a Gracious eye. 
Nothing but Death, ſhall my firm Faith remove, 
Nothing, but the cold Floar ſhall quench my love. 
The Gordeon knot that could not be huty d 
By art, did Alexander Sword divide. 
Our love-knot's faſter, nor (hall Arms, and Arts 
Unlinck the chain of our united Hearts, 
The noon-ey'd Sun may chance run retrograde, 
And as a Daphne follow his own (hade. 
Heaven may deſcend to Earth, and Earth afpire 
To Heaven, and water be at peace with fire. 
Filhes and Fowles may change their Elements, 
And take a glory in their new contents, 
But ( my Conſtantia ) when I ceaſe to love, 
The Center ſhall from ics fixt bale remove. 
When I divide the Thread our Loves have ſpun, 
Rivers ſhall back upon their Fountains run. 
This I conclude a poſlibility, 
I may forget my ſelf, but never thee, 
Ceres the cickle, whether art thou gone? 
Sees d not our hopes into full Harveſt grown ? 
Come booneſt Baccbhæ, come let's have a healch 
To our beſt wiſhes ; Love has ſtore of Wealth. 
View here our Vintage; ſee our bleſt encreaſe 
Of ſwelling Grapes that only want the Preſs. 
Haiſt,'Hymen, hailt, for we mult find in yon 
The end of our delircs, and Verſes too, 
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A Drunken Porter reeling into the Ring 10 
wraſtle with a Taylor. 


ons the pot Valour here (Potter) I fear, 
That you have ſomewhat more than you can bear 
Out of the Ring, unle(+ you were more ſtout, 

The Taylor is refulv'd to cut you out. 

You ſtand fo waving , and ſotottering, 

As if there were an Earthquake in the Ring 

And eye the Taylor as you would adore him, 

Y are (0 devour, you ſcarce can ſtand before him. 
Do ye not hear him ſay, it ſhall go hard, 

But, at the firft couch, hee'l turn up your yard? 
Nor will he uſe a quarter of his ſtrength, 

To meaſure all your Quarters out at length. 
Obſerve his active, ſtone, and able limb; 

Porter, me ſure you'l never carry him. 

Go wraſtle with yond Tree, you dizzy crown, 
More need to bold you up, than hurl you down, 
Had youas many Legs as any Louſe, 

The eyes of Argus, hands of Eryarews. 

All would not do it, for, like Polypbeme, 

You would be run down in this Drunken dream. 
And intherurning of a hand be found, 

As ſureas Louſe in boſom, on the ground. 

Come your Atbletick, Art's not worth the trying, 
Porter, a man may ſce where y* have been plying. 
Brave (port, a Porter and his Fox turn'd looſe, 
T*encounter with a Taylor and his Gooſe, 

Thus I perceive tis fatal co us all, 

After a tuſty cup to take 9 fall. 


3 To 
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To 4 Brewer that promis d me 4 Stags tongue, 


and fail 4 me. 


Ny Your Aſopick Markets, Sir, what? You'l 

Your (elf be Brewer, and make me the Fool, 

No matter, You ſhall find, ſo ſoon #s You 

Have read chele lines, I have been brewing too, 

Sure for a Tongue, your word you need not break: 

You bring us no ſuch Beer makes a Car ſpeak. 

Then let us have't; without a Tongue, I vow, 

I never will (peak a good word of You. 

Bur, You are Politick, and think by failing 

Me of my Tongue, You do prevent my railing, 

Believe it not, I can diſcloſe my wrong, 

Like injur'd Philomel without a Tongue. 

Tongues are unruly members, but I tee 

That you can rule Yours, where ic ſhould be free. 

Thus to be fool” d, and batf:d all along, 

*Twould make one {peak chat had but half a tongue. 

But I perceive the reaſon now, my Friend, 

Your I ongue is falt by ch* roots im th' Chimneys 

L muſt for peace ſake pocket up this wrong, (end. 

And keep my hands becauſe You keep your tongue; 

The Tongue's « two edg*d (word,and by the Cup 

Of my contempt I ſcarce can put ic up. 

May the Stags horns be grafted on Your head, 

Till I hive che Scags Tongue you promiſed, 

Brewer I'm hot, and fear I ſhall ere long; 

Like Dives need your cooler for my Tongue, 

Be ſure then (Brewer) chat can ſtand a loof, 

Unleſs You bring your Tongue under my-roof. 
May 


(55) 


May be you'l ſay that you have none 3 but | 
Am ſure you had one told me a great lyc- 
Thus 1 am fain to vindicate my wrong, 

In Writing, becauſe I have lolt my Tongue. 


_ — — — 0 2 . —— —— 


To this Brewer ſending me half a dozen 
Stags Tongues next day. 


WI. judge it juſt that we diſtend our Lungs, 

In gratitude, to You that ſent us Tongue“. 
We were a little too long tongu'd, but You 

Have made the Tongues fit for our Mourhs, Sir, now. 
You ſeem to make Us double rongu'd, for we 
Lxpected ſcarce the half of what we fee. 

We are opinion'd that the Stags did dye 

Ot Feavers, for the Tongues were hot and dry- 

But we to wath down that conceit, did make 

Them ſwim in beſt Beer for the Brewers ſake. 

The Beatts chat loſt chem Gould not be more Brute 
Than we, if we ſhould offer co be mute. 

And, whereas wanting Tongues, we could allow 

But paper praiſe, We cry a largeſsnow. 

Thanks then, thrice Bounteous Sir, twere lin, if we 
Should be tongue ty d, when your congues are ſo free. 


E 4 
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To my ſtrange Rival engroſſing both his own 
Miſtris, and mine 100. 


The Scene Fack « Newbery. 


—— 


* "Are but a Jack, by Jack a Newbery, 

To overcharge Your felt co injute me. 

Be not {6 greedy; you two, and 1 none? 

The time will come, you'l find enough of one, 
Nuit her had been of our dehres beretr, 

Had You but t'ane your right, and | the left? 
Take heed, you'l looſe (like Xſops Puppy) Brother, 
One Shoulder of Mutton covering another, 

Truſt me, Imuſt reſent this injury, | 
To overdoe your ſelt, to undoe me. 

Tis baſencſs,in the abſtract, Greedy finner, 
Having thy belly full, to crave my Dinner. 

But | perceive my talk is to no end, 

For thou wilt burſt thy ſelt, to ſtarve thy Friend. 
This folly I have ofc m Children known , 

Either ewo pieces, or they will have none? 

And here to thee, I may it well apply, 

Tis better fill thy belly than thy eye. 

Traytor and Thief, thou rob'ſt me of my jewel, 
But for the act lde end it in a Duel. 

And, faith I muft too, come the worſt event 
That can, tis but fix moneths impriſonment, 
And, what isthat to me ? ſince I muſt be | 
Her Priſoner, when I am at liberty 

Say death enſue my chellenge? ſhall I doubt 
To dye for Her, 1 cannot live without ? 


* 


Fail 
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Fail not this Afternoon, then to meet me, 
* Preciſe at four at Jack a Newvery. 
Your Weapons, what you pleaſe; unleſs my fate 
wu Oppoſe ? Ile ſend You home by Cripplegate. 


— i —yy ůͤ9c“¼ x 
— 


At the Floriſts Feaſt. 


Entlemen, Welcom, Flera ſayes ſo too: 
For She had had no Feaſt now, but for You: 
Once in a Year Apollo deigus a ſmile, 
And Gravity it (elf admics a guile. 
Mechanicks have their Meetings, and as oft 
As the Snake tooth to tail turns, ſing aloft. 
Bibbers Caro ſe ic to the God of Wine, 
And every Bird will have his Valentine. 
But I had ſav'd my labour of the reit, 
Had l firſt (aid, cach Angle has its Feaſt ? 
How [ have been negle&ed of late Years 
To You, whom I my Judges make, appears. 
I ſhall not need to tell You, fincethe leeds 
Of diſcord, I am overgrown with Weeds. 
And jultly verifie the jokes of thoſe 
Who ſay, between two Nettles ſets a Roſe, 
Am not [Queen of Zephyrs Family ? 
And my Rich train the Earths Embroydetie ? 
Are not my Daughters the Olympian eyes, 
Whoſe more than terrene luſtre ſtellifies. 
The muddy face of Gps # courting Your view 
Wich Colours, ſuch as Irs never knew ? 
Witneſs the Field, luxurious in my (mile, 
Preſents the Country every day a guile. 


il . Bat, 
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Bur, tuſh, I come not here to feaſt Your eyes 
Wich limples, rude, and Ruſtick Fopperics, 
For what „las, arc bottles blew or white, 
Or Trav'lers joy to Citizens delight? 

Hence Rulticxs, hence,ye petty Plumes of May, 
Though Wealth and Beauty of the Spring, away. 
This Fealt fares not with You, you are not drett, 
To Crown the Triumph of fair Flora's Fealt, 
The Lilly and che Role thall not be ſeen ; (Queen. 
Though (ome of Flowers call them che King and 
Nor the ſweet Violet, theſe more litely we 
Can in the Garden of Your Vertues (ce, 
Hence Goldy Locks, though hand-maid of the Sun, 
Here'sno room for a pot Companion. 
Save ſuch whoſe pots puft up with Richeſt Earth, 
Are the Lucina's of a nobler Birth. 
Th' immortal Amaranth (hall not be ſhown, 
Nor he who fancy'd no face but his own ; 
Theſe are our toyes, our trifles, but now we 
Come to uncabinet our Treaſury. 

The Luſty, andche Cruntry Gallant too, 
We here pretent, as worthy of Your view, 
The Span;fh, French , and Welch Infante's we 
Commend tor their unmatche variety, 
The Painted Lady ( think it though no taint, 
Unto her Beauty, for 'tis Natures paint.) 
The rare Diana, not ſh: whom we hud 
In the Wild Woods, no, this is Garder-kind, 
Or whom a Man may look, and ſmiles impottune, 
Without the danger of a horned fortune. 
Next this ſweet Dame, there's the Beyovenere, 
The Lovely Comaens, and Peerle(s Grampeere. 
Speck makers White, Taunies, Cumbers Cornation, 
All Flowers which nothing want, but admiration. n 

| The 
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The Murry, Mullion, and the Be'judikeg, ' 
'Twere plenteous want of Wiſdom not to like. 
The fair Amelia, the Nymph Royal, and 
The Turks Cap, the Adeny, the Le Grand, 
The Hugenaut, Apelles, and French marble, 
Are ſuch whoſe praiſe a Philomel ſhould warble. 
The Oxford had attended on dur Crown, 
But that, to tell you truch, he's our of Town, 
Here's the Grey Hulo though, and White Cornation, 

n. : | 
* Would challenge more then common commendation. 
The Vannocker, the Black Imperial, 
And Cya toc, the Mirrour of them all. 
1 Both JY iggons, low and lofty, Angelor, 
Ihe Stranger, the Catevſer, and what not ? 
The Duke of Venice preſent here, you lee, 
And Tork, the Flower of the Nobility. 

Thus, Gentlemen, hach Flera thown her ſtore, 
If ye have yer a with left ? avk for more : 
And yet, ( Propitious Soul) before ye leave her, 
She vows to bring ye in the Prince's Favour, 
Had ye but met when Tulips were in Town, 
She then had given ye every one a Crown ? 
But did I call che Lilly King of Flowers ? 
Out of all doubt then, theſe are Emperours, 
It thoſe be Scars? then theſe ate Planets ſure : 
It theſe but ſhine ? thoſe ſamples are obſcure. 
Here's colour upon colour, you may ſeek, 

held to match the Graces of one Check. 

But I (hall add no more, ſave only thus, 


5 hat here Compariſon is odious. 
eres and Bacebæ promn'd tobe here, 
and the beſt Brewer (ent us in beſt beer, 
dince then, here neither wants Beer, Wine, nor Gueſt 
| laggons, and Flowers ſhall flow ac Flora's Feaſt. * 
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Let chearly Cups Crown a Carowſing Day 
Ambroſe ſhall broach ye the Ambroſia. 
And ſince Your Eyes ſre Flora's Heaven, Your ears 
Shall Feaſt too, hack Apollo moves the Sphears, 


— — 
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The Song. 


Tay ! O ſtay ye winged hours, 

The Winds that dranſack Eaſt and Welt, 
Have breath'd perfumes upon our Flowers, 
More fragrant than the Phenix neſt. 

Then ſtay ! O ſtay (weert hours ! that you 
May ſee, what time ne're ſaw, till now, 


2, 


Stay awhile, thou feather'd ſyth-man, 
And do not ſhorten our delighc , 
Titan once became a blithe-man, 
And ſtood ſtill to fee a Fight; 
But, if Time will not ſtay a while, 
Our Paſs-Time, then (hall Time beguile ? 


= 
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This Day is deign'd to Flora“ uſe, 
If ye will revel too, co Night! 
Wee'l preſs the Grape untill its juyce, 
Create a deluge of delight. 
And, when ye can't hold up Your heads, 
Our Garden {hall afford ye beds, 


* 
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To 
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To the Worſbipful A. D. His Majeſties Phy- 


ſician going to Sea. 


Ccept his ſad Farewel (Sir q who here ſings, 
A As dying Swan's do at Meauders (prings. 
Farewel, ſtop there; Q how the Surges riſe 
Into a briny Spring Tide from mine eyes! 

As if yet hope were left that theſe ſalt flowes, 
Might give you Sea room, or elſe drown my woes, 
And leſt You want whertwich co fill Your Sail, 
My tighs (well up themſelves into a Gale. 

If fill be calm'd may You at leaſt yet find. 

The Proverb true in this, my words are Wind. 
Mean while I ſhall co Zolw repair, 

That he may breath You Wind enough, and fair. 
And then to him commands the wavy Court, 

To chide the Dolphins from their Ominous ſport. 
Next l'le encreat the azure mantled Skies, 
To let their (miles be Your fair Auguries. 
If among us to re-arrive you pleaſe, 

Wee'l fay Phabus comes from th' Antipodes, 

It Your return though be deny'd by Fate, 
Live Neſtors Years in Avicenne's State. 

And &ſculapixs like confirm the Earth 

Wich Faich, chat You are of immortal Birth, 
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Tan the invitino the Rebel General is 
Norwich. 


Ot out of Love, hut fear of following evils, 
| ie Moors of Indie facrifice to Devils. 
So veto Norwich do invite Sir Thomas, 
Only tor cliis to get him further from Us. 


—— VPT— — —2—ũ—— 


To my Couſin Mr. R. C. upon a Mourning 
Ring he ſent me. 


W Hat, ſhall I laugh, or Weep ? this preſent doth 


Preſent me a neceflity of both. 
How can I chooſe but ſmile, when I behold 
My lucky Stars, laiden with Orient Gold? 
But when I ſee u through black Curtains peeping, 
Ah me ! think, and thoughts ſer me a weeping, 
My pallions fight, and flow, and it appears, 
Exceſs of Joy, as well as Grief, finds tears, 
Wailſt chus rhapt Narciſſa- like, eſpy 
Sun ſhine, and Flowers play April in mine eye. 
Ste how the Gold bo-peeps in ſable ſbrouds, 
Like Fhebus poſting through the Rain-ſwoln clouds, 
And well the ſimile holds, the black preſents 
His ſetting, and the Gold his Orience, 
Here Night and Day do both at once appear, 
Where is true Aquinor, if't be not here? 


Nor 
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(53) 
Nor would it be an errour in this Page, 
To call't the Golden in the lron Age ? 
While I may boaſt, I on my finger wear 
The pychick Hieroglyphick of the year : 
Forl can Summer inthe poke read, 
And Winter, to the life in the Deaths-head, 
Pretty, and precious guile, it mindeth me, 
Of Purity, and perpetuity. 
For, whilit the Gold thy pure Love docs commend, 
The Ring inſtructs my thanks to know an end. 


— — — — — — — — —U—U— — — — — 


To a Gentleman giving me a Library. 


[ Ow ſay ye now ? think ye I do not pleaſe, 
1 My Friend well to obtain ſuch gifts as theſe. 
har, a whole Library at once? wholooks 
pon 1, mult conclude me in his Books, 


— — —— — — — 
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To the Fair Mrs. Lucy Ward. 


Madam, 

II- hard to write of ſuch as You, 

| For, it I give You but half what's your due. 
uch as Your Beauty never (aw, will (wear 

am in Love, or worſe, a Flatterer. 

et ſhould I (ay, chat in Your face is ſeen, 
ature's beſt coppy of the Cyprian Queen 7 

Ir that the winged Quiver-bearer lyes, 

n the tryumphanc Arches of your eyes? 


All 
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All would come ſhore of Truth, tis hard to be 
In Your praiſe ) guilty of Hyperbole. 

They that ne're ſaw the Glory of the Sun, 
Would think the Moon light's only Paragon: 
So, ſuch, to whom ſcarce a good Face is known, 
Meaſure Your beamy beauty by their own 3 

But, could they fee You ? They, as in amaze 
Would Worſhip, what they wonder, I ſo praiſe, 
Could Lovely Cuey 2 her Graces, 
There were enough te” enrich a thouſand Faces, ; 
Vet, leave her (elf ſuch ſtore, as, ( chough her light 
Had made them Stars) ſhee'd (till be Queen of night: 
For, like the Sun on Memnon's Scatue, ſhe 

Even with a look Creates a Harmony; 

But hold (my Muſe ) my Paper is half done, 

And I have ſcarce her ſtory yet begun. 

Bur, that would ask, to write ye all Ichink, 

A World of Paper, and a Sea of ink; 

Ink, did I fay ? Alas, Ink would make that 

A ſported fame that 1s immaculate 

Away with inky Patches, ye mult know, 

Her Beauty needs no foil, but new faln Snow, 
No, Iwill rather never write at all, 

Than mention her, who is all ſweet, in gall. 

He that the Bow-bell of her praiſe would Ring, 
Muſt pluck a Pinion from a Serapb's wing. 

And write in Ne@ar, till her fame appears 

A ſacred Anthem to the well cun'd Sphears. 

But to leave what only my wiſhes ave, 

Let me to what is feaſible repair. — 
Iwill to Leda for a Quill, and then, ” 
With the ſame Pen-knife, that I make my pen. 
I'le lance my Purple veins, and therewith write 


Her tory, like her ſelf in red, and white. 
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And when my Blood has al! forſook my veins, 
Let me but be her Martyr for my pains. 


Tor gibi ſunt Laudes, guet cle ſidera Virgo. 


— * — ä—QNU—ñ—E — — 
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The Middle Siſter. 


Ame Nature ſeems to make your Sifters ſtand 
III Hand-maids that attend on either hand. 
To right, or left I turn not; Poets ſay, 
The middle is che beſt, and ſafeſt way. 
Fort une, and Nature are your Friends (my fair; ) 
For they have plac'd you here in Vertues chair. 
Doubtleſſe in you the middle Grace Iſee, 
On this fide Faith, on that ſweet Charity, 
Your Siſters ſtand like banks on eicher Ade, 
Whilſt you the Cryſtal ſtteam betwixt them glide. 
Or if you will? chey walk on either fide, 
Like Bride-maids, you in middle like a Bride. 
What ſhall I more ſay ? here, the Traveller ſees 
A pleaſant walk berween two rows of Trees, 
The (moot h, and filent Flood in th' middle flows, 
But the ſhoars murmur at the Banks rough brows. 


* Tee 
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The Jovial Journey. 


A fairer Daphne in this Coach eſpie. 


As if the body met the Soul in bliſs. 


[ P Phbobw, up, and gild the Horizon, 
lor Love and Beauty are a progreſs gone. 
Scand not cogaze leſt thy too curious eye, 


Let ſweet breath'd Zephyrus perfume the air, 

And make the Weather as theſe Ladies, fair. 

And, if the duſt it ſelt too proudly rears, 

Some gentle Cloud rebuke it with icsrears ? 

Strike up melodious Syrens of the Woods 3 

And fing juſt meaſutes to the dancing Floods. 

Let th' Kart hs green Pluſh and Floſcular Stars out- 
The brighter Orbs of the Froſt warning sky. (vye, 
Let every Ditch preſent ſome pretty toy, 

And every Hedge belin'd with Trav'lers joy. 
Grant Fates no in-auſpicious Hare may chance 

To croſs ye, through unlucky Ignorance; 

But as the Morning, fo the Evening may 
Continue, to complete a glorious Day. 

Sun, Wind, and Birdes, Rain, Earth, and Flowers 
A Harmony with the Celeſtial Quire. 
And when Friends meet, be your embraces ſuc 
As Lovers, that each minutes abſence grutch. 
Whilſt all chat ſee, admire Your Greeting kiſs, 


{pire 
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To my Kival preſentin; my Aſiſtris Gol.t, 
upon her Journey. 


(Fleeces? 
Ow now( my Heart of Gold )what mean theſe 
Halt broke thy heart, and given it her iu pieces? 
Would ſt chou be in the Liſt of fame enroll'd, 
To court thy Love, like Fove, in ſhowres of Gold? 
This is State- policy, they win the Towers 
That (ſhoot Gold Bullets at the Governours. 
Thou hadſt good reaſon too, to uſe this fort 
Of Golden battery to ſo ttrong a Fort; 
Believe me this was a well cover'd bait, 
You hope ſhe will in Loves Exchange repay't. 
hope ſo too, (Sir ) it was ſawcy (port, | 
Should you not get Her Portion mortgag'd for'. 
May be You were afraidto loſeit, an 
Made an Inſurance-Office of her hand. 
Or did the charmful ſparkles of her eye 
Daunt Your faint hearc into a delivery? 
Go charge the Councry then, for ic was done, 
Fam Your Witneſs, between Sun and Sun. 
You, that Your Gold thus toa Virgin yield, 
Doubclefs a buſh had rob'd You in the Field. 
How if (ome Thief thonld ſteal way her Heart, 
And of Her Portion take thy Gold in part. 
This were a double miſery, for then You 
Lofe both Your Ship, and Your Rich Cargo too 
May be You think You hevegznd dncker bald, 
And, in her Pockets bottom t ruſt Your Gold. 
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Maidens are mutable, be wiſe, beware 

The Wind, and Waves no more unconſtant are. 
Buc you have ballanc'd her with Gold, leſt lhe, 
Or You, ſhould ſuffer by her levity. 

But Yo!! abus'd Your (elf, and Her, much more, 
To give her mony, give it to a Whore. 

This I muſt ſay for her, ſhe does not carry 

The needy Garb of one that's mercenary. 
I wonder ſhe would rake*'t? But cis an old 
Proverb, that none but mad folks retuſe Gold, 
But, all che World, ( ſhout you now be deſerted) 
Would ſay, A fool and's mony is ſoon parted, 


—— — — — — 


— — 1 8 — — — 


Upon a Porter catching a Gentlewoman as 


She paſs d by bim. 


Aſt night, a Porter ſtanding by the Pye 

Ar Aldgate, faw a handlon Laſs come by; 
To whom he flew with all his ſpe-d coor her, 
I wonder'd, for ſhe did not call a Porter? 
Scill he did hug, and in his arms enfold Her, 
As if he meant to heave her on his ſhoulder. 
He wo d her fo, a ftander by ſtrait (wore, 
Some Gentleman had ſent him fora Whore, 
She caiPd him Rogue,and may be call'd him right, 
Vet he, ſhe ſhould not go, ſwore by this light. 
Porter, ſaid I, take heed, though ſhe be not 
Too heavy, Sirrah, ſhe may be too hot. 
Ye both wear bags, diſtinguiſh: the ſame way, 
Wich Fryars, ſhe of Black, and You of Gray, 
You have a pad, and ſhe for ought I ſaw, 
Was like enough co have a pad ich' ftraw: * 
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You have a Cord which you about You caſt, 

She had a cordy Robe about her waſte. | 
What hinders then? but, here may be a Marriage, 
For you two Perſons are of equal carriage. 


— 
— — — — — ys — 


Of Summer. 


— caſt their skins, and they are young again: 
Summer's the ſubſtance, Winter the caſt skin. 
Summer is Youth in ſprightly Zquipage : | 
Winter's decrepit, crazy uſeleſſe Age. 

Summer's all praiſe, what need it then a Poet, (it? 
To (peak it fair,fince who knows nought elſe know 
Sols aureate beams ſo gild the Worlds vaſt ſtage, 
'Twere (mall miſtake to call't the Golden Age. 

I mighe imbelliſh Summers (weer complexion, 

Call Winter Death, Summer the Relurrection. 
Avd when my tale with all my Art istold, 

What will the World reply? why this is old. 

Nor is it more chan Children uſe to ſay, 

A Summers Evening, is a Winters day. 

But lle abruptly off, and what I have 

Begun abſurdly, a>abſurdly leave. 

Leit I ſhould (cale the Spheres, and blind with 
Set in a Cloud, and (imply ſay, Good night. (light, 
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In praiſe of Winter, 


T TOnour and Age inhabit the ſame Sphere: 
inter is che Antiquity of the Year. 

Grave, Signior, Hyems ! fo his hoary Pate 

And ſnowy Beard, denounce his Aged State, 

Sec but how like a Stately Traveller, 

Northwarc he comes, Autumn's his Harbinger, 

That bids the Trees unmask, und eil their creſts, 

That he may read ſubmiſſion on their Breaſt-, 

© Whilſt cheir green off-(pring lowly fall, co Greet 

The Potent preſence of his ſtable feet. ; 

Tue Gawdy banks pack up, alas, here comes 

No Midwife, April ro untcem their Wombs. 

No, here the ſhowr'd down Waters ſtand amaz'd, 

Floods Cryſtallin'd are, Neptane's Hall is glaz'd. 

Spouts have their Pendents, paulcry thatch receives 

Tranſlucent Cryſtal to adorn his Lover. 

Leda's a Fable, but I here preſume 

To juſtifie, that Fove deſcends in plume ; 

And, better, to inform the Earth he comes, 

The Heavens ſend down whole ſhowers of Sugar 

Where every Peaſant is atleaſt an Earl, (Plumbs, 

And like the Pope bedecks his ſhoves with Pearl. 

But here's not all of Winter; You may ſee 

His Providence o're mortal wights , whilſt he 

Locks up the Grain ith' boſom of the Earth, 

Till Ceres bleſs it with a thriving birth. 

How would the tender blade bear the Winds tugg, 

But Winter guards it with his Snow whice Rug? 


We 
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We may conclude his power, in that he can 
Enjoyn che Alps a pennance as a man. 

The iaucy duſt checkt into mud, and mire, 

Merics no mention, our reports are higher. 
Summer breeds ſurſc irs, and infects the blood: 
Winter is hail again, and makes all good. 

Is Beauty of eſteem ? then Winter can, 

Boaſt he abſterges Summers freckled ran, 

Ladies ſo ſpruce to captivate mens light, 

Borrow Merch Winds to make that ſpruſeneſs 
Winter makes men couragious, who dare (white. 
Dance upon Thetzs Lap at Mid-Summer ? 

In Suminers dayes even length and lazineſs meet: 
Wintets are ſhort, the Proverb's ſhort and ſweet. 
There's none ſo bad to be call'd Dog-dayes here, 
No, no, we move not in fo baſe a 2. 


No ſcorching Sun offends ; any man may 


With a good Faggot, make a Summers day. 
What entertainment to a Winters toaſt, 
What Chriſtmas pray can June, or Fuly boaſt? 
Summer, alas, has no Te an breath, 
To reicue his periſhing coals from death. 
Flame colout'd Hearths even ready to expire, 
Look pule as Alhes, Sol puts out the fire. 
Trees (trait are cropt chen, and their verdant locks 
Borrou d to border out the Chimney-ſtocks, 
Ser out with Trunks of Trees, Legs, Arms and all, 
As if the Chimney were an Holpital. 
In Winter time, the Hearth ſtands Altar-wiſe, 
And Men with hands erected Sacritiſe, Y 
Whilſt, in a round the Prieſts of Bacchus ling N 
Ingenious Anthems to their Grape-Crown'd King. 
The nimble Bowls about the Table run: 
We are no Perſians to adore the Sun. 
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In Winter, men at cold meat make a piſh, 
In Summer they are glad of (uch a diſh. 
Winter has boyl'd, and bak'd, and roaſt, alas! 
Summer turns men, as Men do B-aſts,to Graſſe. 
Winter makes wars oft ceale ; who would nor that? 
If Peace and plenty have no praiſe, then what ? 

I might enlarge my ſelf, but thus tar, may 

Suthce to cravel, on a Winters day. 

Who likes not this, a Gods name let him run 

Out of Gods bleſſings, intothe warm Sun. | 


@_u'_— 
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In Commendation of York-(hue Ale. 


Oman be nimble, and let's ſee thy craft, | 

My carly ftomack craves a Mornings dratc, | 
Bring me that Indian pot, whence | may ſip 
Nectar, and balm from Cleopatra's lip. 
That Marrow of Malt, where the Nut brown Toaft 
Smiles m the Flowery Ale, whole mirchful coaſt 
Makes me turn Marrincr, and hither (ail, 
To Court the contines ot this famous Ale, 
This noble Ale, this moſt (ubſtantial liquor, | 
Thar cheats the Blade, & makes the Gems quicker. | : 
Igeots a ſhip-board ſick accule the Sta, 
When their own foul ſtomacks are the Diſeaſe. 
So fools pick quarrel with pure cleanſing Ale, 
Becauſe it doth Sir reverence wring their tale. 
But theſe are ſuch as never underſtood 7 
The Aliment of Ale, or their own good. 4 
Would but good Fellows meet, wee'd daily cinb, | | 
And act che Siſters at the Daneantub ? | 

But 
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But I have done, leſt while I Idolize 

The ſhrine of Ale, I but enhauuce the price; 
Be therefore this ſufficient to be ſaid 

Alive tis Ale, and Aque vite, dead. 


— — —-— — 


To his ſawcy Sbooe- maler. 


Irrah, look to it; Ie reduce your Pride, 
Okip up your Roguery, ang tew your hide. 
My wrath, e're long, fhall apt a time for th nonce, 
To ſtretch the latchets of your Logger ſconce. 
You wax too high in th' in- ſtep, I'm afraid, 
Yourloftineſſe will ſoon be under-laid. 
Criſpin coucht in a Shooe-makers diſguiſe, 
Cauſe none ſo bafe to cheat inquiring eyes. 
Vet, to fir me, ſhould Criſiu come to dot, 
Criſpin, by Jeve he comes but to my foot, 
And doſt thou( wretch) to reach this head of mine, 
Muſter thy brulles, as che Porcupine 
Her quills ? Preſumptious craſh, I could afford, 
Forthwith to meet thee at the cutting- board. 
New vamp your manners, and more modiſh be, 
Leſt Peter ſtreach you on a croſs grain'd tree; 
Where being once fer up, tis ten to one, 
You'l find ic harder to come off than on. 
Villain a vant, henceforth ne're look to have 
The length of my ſoot, ſince y have x aid the knavez 


No, no, [| view your bill, and there | fee 
Ihe very place, where my Shoot pincaes me. 


But make your marker, pray of hat is paſt : 
Fellow beliey'r, of me y have had your laſt, 
And 


74) 
And, that the World may ſce in every line, 
I fit thy foot, as thou haſt fitced mine. 

Thus I in fine trauſlate chee; Go extend 

Thy baſe ſpun thread to make a Coblers end. 


—— << 
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Upon the Shooemakers offering a Pair of 
Shooes for an Anſwer. 


Ool / didſt thou think up to revenge to climb, 
By a poor mercenary, hickney rym: ? 
Or chat thou couldtt. by leather purſe-llring ſtrecch 
Uno che Lacirude my Breint would reach? 
Away ( PoorPilch ) wen my keen Satis come 
Off with your Hat, and icrape yuur anſwer Mum. 
Shouldit thou buy lines co anſwer me, chou top, 
Fe write, till *c colt thee all the Shoves ith” Shop. 
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Upon Alice Goffe taken ſtealing of Soap. 


like 
WV. how now Woman? what's the 8 
'You ferv'd the Grocer but a {lippery trick. 
*Twas very cheap; you were ith' way to thrive, 
Io pay hx, and you have'c under five, 
ut hold, they ſay che Grocer turn'd his eyes, 
And You ſtole both the Cuſtom and Excize : 
0 And well enough you did, but here a Rope, 
4 The miſchieflyes, You Gould have lett the * 
ou 
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But that we know y* abound with it. 
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You made waſh way 'with't being but a reach, 
But have a care, ith' end t may coſt a ſtretch, 

You know the Proverb, tis as true, as old : 

If the one chance to (lip *rother will hold. 

Alas you never could have ſtoln a badder 
Commodity, ſoap brings you to the ladder. 

You think to have't with a wet tinger, but 

A cleanly Thief might ſafer be a Hut. 

Come, come, ſtay the hogs leiſute ; pray, I hope 
As good as you, do waſh with Liuc olu-ſhire ſoa p. 
If You ſteal ſoap to make Your Cloaths ſo fine, 
You'l bring Your ſelf as well as them toth' Line. 
Vet I confels, 't was pitty goody Goffe 

Stealing good ſoap, You came nocleanlier off. 


—— — — 


A New Tears Gift. 


Hb but My4s's Chymich tuch, 

| would not here a Kingdom grutch. 
I would, what would I not ? but I 

Talk of Larks in a falling Sky. 

Inſtead therefore of hopeleſs pelf, , 
Accept but, and | give my (elf. 

But then, alas, I give no more 

But that, which was Your own before, 
Well, ſince our Gifts prove empty Diſhes, 
Let's furniſh chem with wholſom wiſhes. 
Our firſt is, Friends, we wiſh you many, 
But neverto have need of any. 

Wee'd with you Younger Brothers wit, 


. 
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May ſhe that moves your Amorous thirſi, 
Be wounded and your Pris'ner firſt. 
And let her unconcealed fires, 
Torment your temperate delires. 
May favouring Heaven lend herno reſt 
On any Pillow, but your breaſt, 
And when glad Hymens holy ewine 
Has clapt her Lilly hand in thine, 
May thy bleſt arms at once enfold 
Fair Helens face, and Danae's Gold. 
May all Hercare, and ſtudy be 
To love, and be belov'd of thee. 
And to eternize mutual favour, 
Heaven make her ſuch, as thou wouldſt have her, 
It envy any Foes ſhall make ye 
Be this their curſe, A good Year take ye. 


ac —— 


A LE. 


I: this that Ale to which the Dyers flew 

So faſt, to wad their Copper Noſes ble, 

Bidding Old Stingo, cut throat Beer adieu! 
Then give w Alc, 


Is this that jolly juyce thoſe bowſing brats 

Soak d in, and on their Shoulders ſet their Fats, 

WithjRams-heads in, and Rain-bows on their hats? 
- Then give u Ale. 
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That they can neither find, nor feel the ground ? 
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Is this that Ale that makes your Dyers be 

So oft from home, pray tell we where were ye 7 

Should all be hang'd that from their colours flee? 
Then give ws Ale. 


Is this that Terk- ſire ſtuffe, does ſo confound, 
And ſend away the Weavers ſhutle-crown'd, 


Then give u Ale. 


Is this the Temple where the Weavers lay, 
To meet the merry Merchants day by day, 5 
And double Ale their ſingle ſtuffs away ? 

4 Then give w Ale. 


s this that ſo much talkt of Northern hum, 
For, which both impletons and Sages come? 
Is this that Lanta ta tanta fo ? but mum. 

Then give w Ale. 


I; this that ſame that did ſo much beſot 

The toaſted Comber, as he quite forgot 

His own,and then call'd for the other pot? 
Then give w Ale, 


Yea, give us Ale, for now I find it true, 

That Merchants, Weavers, Combers, Dyers too, 

And all the World this Liquor turns true blew. 
Then give mw Ale. 


As for the Poet his unfeigned wiſhes 
Are, that the Ocean were ſuch Aleas this is, 
That ye, and all true Trouts might drink like Sees. 
Then give w Ale. 
As 


(78) 
As for Old Merjery,that Northern Minks, 
For my part ſuch Ale as ſhe brews ſhe drinks. 


a. — — — — - - - _— — — —— 


A Viſit. 


Alt Friday to my Neighbours houſe 1 ſte pt, 
To fee what Hoſpitality he kept. 
Soon 1 eſpy d his Chimney, like a Maiden, 
In the Green fickneſs with her colour fading, 
Bluſhleſs, and bleath, only herein they (ever, 
This a num-palſey hath, and that a fever, 
Neighbour, Lid I, Your Chymney's to be let, 
Why, Sir, quoch he, You ſee no bill on't yet. 
That's right, but, Sir, to put you out of Doubt, 
I gueſs ſo, cauſe your fire is going out. 


—_ _ — —— 


O. P. To A. C. that over-ſold him a Horſe, 
to pay at the day of bis Marriage, he being, 
unknown to O. P. to marry within ten 
dayes. 


Ly, Hy, how now, Focky ? what, upon the catch? 
Had I ſuf wee Yours,'t had been no match; 
See, how the Proverb's croſt ; Yowr haſlily bent 


To marry, yer not You, but I repenc. 
Hence I the Cream of the conceit eſpie, 


You were, though cloſe, as hot upon't as I. 


But 
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But I had ſmelt You out, and ſtopt Your courſe, 
Had I had as much forecaſt as my Horſe ? 

What will Men ſay to whom this ftory's cold ? 
But I coo, with my Horſe was bought and (old. 
You have my mony , and 1 hope with it, 

That I have purches'd both a Horſe and Wit. 
Whilſt it mult be of all the World confeſt 

On Your fade a good Bargain, mine, good jeft. 
Bur done and paſt, I ſhall revive no ſtrife, 

But take my Beal?, Sir, as You cook Your Wife. 
Whom herein I preſume, I make my Debrer, 
You double paid, muſt do Your work the better. 
In ꝓrief tis thus, neither better nor worſe, 

You are reſolv'dthat I muſt hold your Horſe. 
Whilſt I concludegas ſad experience reaches, 

Not only You, but Your Horſe over-reaches, 
But *ewas ſo cloſe, ſo flightly brought about, 
Neither my Horle, uor I could ſtumble 'c out. 
My Bargain( Sir ) was bad, and You have done me 
Some injury wich mine own Horſe t'ore run me. 
But yet, if Your civility extends 

Te this requital, we arc abſolute Friends? 

Since You are he that I did ſo confide in, 

You'l only lend me Your Old boots to ride in. 


(8%) 
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Upon the name of the ſame Horſe call d 


Butler. 

. ? why that ſounds draught horſe;bur I ſee 
That thou canſt ſcarce draw thy legs after thee: 

But yet thy crafty maſter laid again, 

And thou, and he made ſhift to draw me in. 

But Troy will tell thee theſe are things of courſe , 

Synen could doit with a wooden horſe. * 


— — — — — — 
* * 


To G. R. in 4 Paper of falſe Verſes, inveying 
againſt D. B. for telling lyes. 


— I condemn Tantalia, and not you ? 

Her words were falſe, your Verſes were not true: 
Be gentle pray, you ſcem to have forgot 
TheProverby whilſt che kill upbreids the pot. 
Come, ye are guilty boch, of over fight, 

Neither your Verſes, nor her words are right. 
Yea, I could ſhow you ſoon, as many flips 

In your falſe feet, as in her faultering Lips, 

But I excuſe ye both, for you perchance, 

As well as ſhe did it of ignorance. 
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A Stripling to his: Lady who lookt upon him 
as too young. 


Adam, Hove You, ſhould I not do ſo, 
were an Auch'ret, and my breaſt were Snow; 
Were marble, I ſhould ſay, for if it ſhould 
Be Snow, or Ice, my flames would melt che mould. 
Be't what it will? 1 love, and here commence 
Affection, uſher d in wich Reverence. 

Deign, but Your Lilly- hand, no bold deſire 
Shall wing up my Ambition any higher: 
Nay, if that be too much ? let me deſcry 
My rudeneſſe chaſtiz'd in Your ſcornful eye. 
But You alleage theſe early Years of mine 
May look on, but not love Women, nor Wines 
Not love? Away, who can but love a Face 
So lovely, unleſſe of Deucaliem Race 
Yet, while I love, and in my breaſt enſhrine her, 
I don't to pitty, but contempt encline her. 
True, I am Young, but faſt as Nature can, 
Though, now a Boy, I ſhall e're long write Man. 
Small as | am, the winged God has found me, 
And thought me old enough(at leaſt )to wound me. 
Vet let me love thus young, I can produce 
— reſidents to warrant m * J 

nd Yours too, S ſumm'd up all her Joy, 
In theembrace of ies Boy 3 


The Queen of Greece lov'd Theſew, but a Lad, 


And Cytheres her Adexis had. 
Nay, love himſelf that God, is but a Child, 
| I chen be for want 5 Yearscxil'd? 

0 


(82) 
Yea, I have heard Fair Damſels ſay, in truth, 
Of all that love, give me the ſmooth chin'd Youth, 
My tender Years, my innocence may prove, 
And non-acquaintance with the wyles of Love. 
You are, that wonnded me, the firft, and all: 
Blame me not then to come at the firſt call. 


—— —  ._q_—_—.. 
. — — . — 


A Slight. 


Ur, doſt believe indeed that I 
Love thee ? faith thou believ'ſt a lye. 
Extinguiſh therefore thy deſire 
E're it become unruly fire. 
For thy flames work but the ſame way 
Wich me, as the hot Sun on clay; 
No, thou muſt cake thy heels aud flee, 
If thou wouldſt have me follow thee. 
Fug in ſequor, 
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To Celia. 


N Ot loye you! whom the world confeſs 
The miracle of prett ineſs. 

That were an humour to diſguiſe 

My reaſon, and betray my eyes. 

No, no, wit hout difſimulation, 

Your Beauty is too ſtrong — en. 
Had I not found you the rare the, 

Y* had liy'd, unloy'd, unmov d by me? 


« 
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tun not court a common face, 

ariched wich one ungle grace. 
forehead handſom, ſmoot h, and high; 
lovely Lip, or Chin, or eye. 

t pardon ( Celia) if I love 
ou in whom more than all theſe mov? 

ign chen one gentle (mile on me, 
ho will Your conſtant UV mbre be. 
long as either I have eyes, 

You have wherewith to ſurprize. 
zooſe (Madam) of the two, which You think beſt, 
harder favour, or a ſofter breaſt. 

Aut faciem mutes, aut ne fis dura,neceſſe eſt. 
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The Revenge. 


A Vaunt 
Ye falſe intruders that my Chamber haunt, 

od faith I can't; 

„ nor | will not liften to Your Love: 

: more, 

ill I, though you ſhould ev'n till death implore, 

abolt my door, 

— but rocks, and ſenceleſs marble move, 


| 3 

4 too tod well, I can Your perjur'd tory tell. 
eir's no faith refts 

mens falſe breaſts. 


Therefore farewell, farewell. N 
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"Tis true, 

I was Io fooliſh once as to love You, 
But now I rue 

I ever yiclded unto ſuch an Ague. 
But yer, 


I'de have You know(my Friend )though I did get * 


One burning tit, 
4 have another cold enough to plague You : 
or I, 
Who was all fire, am now congeal'd into all Ice, 
Whence You may find 
Though I was kind, 
I can be merry and wiſe, 


3 


The Willow, 

Thou think ſt torments me, but alas poor Fellow 
Ask but my Pillow, 

If it can witneſſe e're a figh I fetcht, 

Or that, 

On my Bed-fideas in a Dream I (ate 

Moaning my fate, 


Or out of Melancholly my ſelf ſtreacht. 
Ile warrant thee my Boy,thou'lt ind all circumſts 
That Maidens too ( ces pro 
As well as You, 

Can with diſcretion Love. 


et 


ce, 


ow 
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4- 


nd now 
do intend to run through Lovers row 

s well as You, 
And caſte the ſweetneſſe of Variety, 
For we 

uppoſe there's ſome ſweet, ſweet in it or ye 
Would never be 
So much addicted to inconftancy, 
Ile therefore ſet aud ſee the meſſes uſher d in by 
And taſte of this, ( (cores, 
And that fine diſh, 

To the hunder'd and Sttieth courſe. 


5. 


In vain 
Thou temp'ſt me Paris, what would thou be fain 
Forſworn «gain ? 
Alas I value not thy thread-bare oaths, 
Go find 
Some other tame fool, for I have no mind 
TI” embrace the Wind. 
No, nor thoſe vows thou put ſt off with thy cloaths, 
If yet choud'ſt have me love thee ? then I prethee 
For I proteſt (ne're come to me, 
| love thee beſt, . 

When thos art furtheſt from me. 


G 3 The 


The Choice. 


» AT not thy Ruby Lip, nor Roſie Cheeks, 
In which my hearc a full contentment ſeeks; 

Nor does the Treaſure of thy Golden Treſſes, 

Or make me Rich, or challenge my Careſles. 

No, nor thy Light diſperſing eyes, though they 

Be the true Fbeſpbers of the breaking day; 

Should I ſerve Beauty obvious to the eye, 

Then might Pigmalions ſtatue ſee the vye ; 

And 1 might well, if I no further range, 

Advantage my Affection at the change. 

But I have ſuited at a Nobler rate, 

Than to Court Paint, Beauty inanimate : 

In ſum, there's nothing out · ſides can impart, 

Hat h power to make a conqueſt of my heart. 

Bur, To, I love, whoſe Beauty (till 1 find 

Bur Indcx to the Beauty of Your mind : 

You are the Pearl that higheſt value win, 

Being Fair without and Cordial within. 


_— — — 


— — 


To a Gentlewoman that refus d a very Rich 
Suitor becauſe he was not very handſom. 


% 


Air Couſin, let me in this caſe adviſe, 
Lo quit your Fancy, and give reaſon eyes. 


| They 


ks; 


(37) 
They that chooſe Apples by cheir looks, are ofc 
Foild in theit hopes, and for their folly ſcoft. 
Your Lapidaries not unofren note 
The rareſt Jewel in a rugged cost. 
This Gentleman whoſe double duty ſerves you 
For ought I know,is one that well deferves you. 
Shut but your eyes a While, and truſt Your car, 
He's ſober, ſteady, ſtaid, and fic to Rear 
In this tempeſtuous Age; hard hap berides 
Such Veſſels as have green heads tor their Guides, 
But You ſhall ride amid'ſt proud waves (coure, 
He being Pilot, and You Cynoſwre, 
could both name the parties and the places, 
Had bargains foul enough of their fair Faces. 
Nor yet is liking always Beauties child, 
Some have more wit, than ſoto be beguil'd, 
Beauty's a Bloſſom and ſo quickly fled, 
"Tis ſcarce poſſeſt ere it be vaniſhed. 
"Tis but, even in the Zenith of irs prime, 
The (ſpoil of Sicknefle, and the flame of Time. 
The lron's hot yet, ſtrike then, left You find 
The Proverb true, Occation's bald behind. 
Tis not the outlide makes the man, Alas, 
A Man's a man had he no Noſe on's Face. 
Bur yet to me he's paſſing lovely, ruth, 
His Beauty's inward, Good Wme needs no Buſb. 
He's Rich enough to make the World his Debter, 
Love and lay hold then, (ſeldom comes a better. 
I had not writ thus much, but that IF know 
Your Parents own it, and adviſe You ſo. 
Whoſe Directory Pleaſure but fulfill, 
And Youdo well, though You do ne're ſo ill. 
Read, and reviſe theſe Lines ( ſweet Col. leſt You 
Whilſt You your ſelf make fait, Your ſelf undo. 


A 4 To 
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— 


To my Coy and Captiou Ali ſtris. 


Tx Court my ſhade, no more, but flee | 
From it, and make it follow me. 

The lofty Cedar ſhall not bow 

To the baſe Bramble, tis too low. 

He kueet no more t' ungrateſul Thiſtles, 
Nor liſten to each Bird that whiſtles ; 

I have forgot thee, and to day 

I did make orts of better Hay. 

I lov'd thee once, but now, my ſcorn 

Shall overlook thee, as forlorn. 

lle wrap my front up in diſdain, 

Nor ſhalt - Ss ic uncloud again. 

No, though one carelefle (mile would ſave 
Thy caſt off Carkaſs from thy Grave. 

Thy Tears and Prayers, and looking wan 
Were but to waſh an Indian; 

Nay, wert thou Fair, as thou art not, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not move my breaſt one jor, 
Nor would 1 love thee one half hour, 
Though both the Indies were thy Dower. 
Though all the Saints ſhould bleſs thy Face, 
Thou get'tnot henceforth one embrace. 
And ee I court, hom I have curs'd, 

A Baſilisk (hall ſee me firſt, 


n 


To 


(39) 


To Pultheria. 


Uc tell me, will not Gold move thee, 
Art thou more hard than Danae ? 

W hat ? will cheſe Pearls, theſe Orient gemms, 
Theſe Rubies reacht from Diadems 
Advance me no ſtep to thy Love? 

le try if trivial toy es may move. 

May be this Lilly, or that Roſe 

Win her acceptance more than thoſe ? 
Yes, much at one, alas, I ſhould 

But tempt an Indian with my Gold. 
Her locks are the true Golden Fleece, 
Medea ſhe w her love in Greece. 

And what from Rubies hope 1 7 tuſh, 
Her Lips will make the Ruby bluſh, 
Which, ifa (mile ſhall chance to ſever, 
You there ſhall ſee ſuch Pearls as never 
Nature yet boaſted, as if ſhe 

Had only this one Treaſury. 

And, as for Gems, what ſparks can fly 
So bright, as thoſe ſhot from her eye 7 
Lillies, alas, avail not much, 

Her body is all over ſuch. 

And what's a Roſe, fince her Cheeks bear 
A June of Roſes all the year. 


Love, 


( 90) 


— — 


Love, blind, or not Blind? 


I, 


WE makes You think that Love is blind, 
Since he dwells in che eye 

I rather the contrary find 
In all my ſcrutiny. 

For I, in Love had never been, 

Had not mine eyes the Object (cen, 


2, 


And all the World in this agree 
Love 8a flaming fire: 
If then a fire, nay flame it be? 
What need we more deſire 
To prove that Love may have his fight, 
From chat which renders all chings light. 


2. 


Tell me not that Obfuſcs was | 

Born blind, and Lov'd on truſt. 
Admit che fable, yet, alas, 

It way not Love, but Luft. 
For ſhe muſt have it underſtood, 
Though nothing elſe, her feelings good. 
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4. 
But You will ſay where ſtood his eyes 


That choſe ſo courſe a Wench 
As Bab, ſince Men meet ſuch « prize 

On every common Bench ? 
This will be his retort again, 
What's one Man's meat's anothers bane. 


5 


Here's one a Horſe Face courts, whoſe weight 
He knows will come in Gold, 
And, ſo he have the mony ſtrait, 
Let her be crooked, old, 
Splay-foot, blind, beerle-brow'd, and lame, 
For he has that, for which he came. 


6. 


Turn but Your eye, and You ſhall ſee 
Anothers Fingers itch 

To be embracing ſuch a ſhe 
Is neither Fair, nor Rich: 

Ask but bis reaſon, and *cis chis 

My mind to me a Kingdom is. 


7 


Thus one loves Fat, another lean, 
This his Meat ſalt, that freſh, 
This a fat Capon, that a Hen, 
This Vn loves Fiſh, that Fleſh, 


Thus 
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Thus all, their humours have, and now, 
Here's the good man chat kiſs'd his Cow. 


8. 


Who bearsthe fault, now, but the Boy, 
The wanton Boy forſooth ? 
He with Old Women ute to toy, 
And teach them tricks of Youth. 
Thus from our ſelves we ſtill remov- 
Our dotage to the God of Love. 


9. 


Whom falſely fools call Progeny 
Of Vulcan God of fire, 
If it were (o ? then he muſt be 
Prodromw to his Sire, 
For out of doubt he Love did know, 
E'ce he came into Cuckelds row. 


10. 


Then, let not hallow'd Love bear blame, 
For humane fanta ſie, 
Love is a pure Celeſtial flame, 
Heaven and Earth's Mercury 
Diffus'd on Mortals ; let us hence 
Accuſe the Organ, not the influence] 


11. Can 
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Can any yet be ſo unwiſe 

Tothink Love-blind, that can 
Create an Argus hundred eyes, 

To guard a Carteſes ? 
Whom; if You pleaſe, you may eſpy 
Enthron'd in every ſparkling eye. 


12. 


Pray, which of You can ſhoot ſo right 
As he, whom Youcall Blind ? 
He ſticks his Arrows in the white, 
Lure then he eyes mult find. 
Should You a Dart at any throw, 
Tu ere like the blind man at the Crow. 


13. 


Ye are ſurpriz'd with esch fair Face, 
With every dimpled chin, 

This comely feature, that ſweet Grace 
Are Snares totrapye in. 

What think yechen? not Leve 1 wils, 

But ye are Capt; oculis, 
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— — 
15 8. 4 


A longing Lady to Her long ſtaying Lover. 


Wice twenty times bath Titan run his courſe 
From the Orient, unto his ſetting ſourſe, 
Since laſt I (aw You ; could one parting kits 
Suſtain me ſuch an Age of night as this ? 
How am [I racket in thy unkind delay? 
Come (my ſw eet Pbeſp ) come and bring the day. 
Sorrow, and ſolitude in this (mall ſpace, 
Have ſigur'd Age on my Hermetick Face. 
Go happy paper, be my Mercury, 
And having kiſe d his hand, bring it co me. 
That I may be thy Rival, tell him 1 
Muſt ſee him ſoon, or, in deſpair I dye. 
And, if he come not ? [ſhall plainly ſee 
He's out of Town, or, out of love with me. 


ww AM, 3 coo ws, » » © = 1 = & 
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To Frank. 


Hat all at once, how u'on (elf ( Frank ) 
Thy Bounty over-bears ics bank ? 
Thad been a favour, yet, beyond 
My wiſhes hadſt thou given thy bond, 
And ſeal'd it wich a faithful kiſs, 
O here had been enough of bliſſe: 
Or hadſt thou given thy hand in part, 


As pledge of thy engaged heart. 


S850 Cn wS .u.ic 
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had been more than well content 
T' have fed my hopes on the event. 
But I am now as ot hers are 
Suſpicious of thy proffer'd ware. 
Thou art too ſweet, to tell thee right, 
Thou overcom'ſt my appetite. 
Truſt me ( fond Frank 5 thou art too free, 
Free of thy Fleſh, I mean, ſor me. 
Thou com'lt too faſt, I muſt ſtep back, 
Thy over-hafte makes me too flack. 
I know not what to think, thy face 
Has ſuch an Oles of braſs. 
And yet thou ſhouldſt be right, for none 
That I ere knew leſſe fear'd the ſtone. 
On whom be this inſcription ſet, 
Here is both right and counterfeit. 
But thou ſay'ſt tis no uſual courſe 
To look ith' mouth of a gifr-Horſe. 
Yet no Mans bounty ſhall perſwade 
Me to accept, or keep a Jade. 
Thou'ſt given thy (elf co me, doſt hear, 
Thou'ſt given me a ſhrew'd box oth' car. 
Would thou hadſt rather given me that 
Was left in th' Maule-heap by the Cat. 
Thou ſhouldſt have ſaid, will You accept, 
Or elſe thy ſelftothy (elf kept. 
There's ſomewhat more than up and ride, 
The Banes muſt go before che Bride. 
And after too, unleſs ſhe be 
Better than I can hope of chee, 
But now, or never verifie 
Old Mother Shipton's propheſie. 
Vet thou mayſt get a Husband ſtill 
Provided thou doſt but fulfil, 
The 
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The laſt Will of thy Grandmother, 
No more but ſo, remember her. 
And yet 1 may chance loath my Life, 
Come then, and thou ſhalt be my Wife. 
However, for your offers Frankey, 
I were too blame, (ſhould I not thank ye. 
Yet let me periſh in thy curſe, | 
If ever offer lik'd me worſe? 
Thou gav'| thy ſelt to me, and l 
Give thee back to thy ſelf. God b'y. 


Owen. Ep. Te mibi donaſti, te tibi red do, vale, 


— 


A Gentleman to 4 L ady that told him he loo lt 
aſquint upon her. 


A why not, am I of Eagles race, 

To try mine eyes upon Apells's Face? 

Admit I were ? yet, when I look on thee, 

Thy brighter beams force this obliquity. 

Eagles ſhould do the ſame, durſt they but try 
Their radiance at the birth- right of their eye. 
What is this (quinting, but, my feeble ſight 
Turn d out of th* way by thy too powerful light ? 
Nay, could mine eye tight on to thine aſpire ? 
*Twould, burning glaſs-like ſet my heart on fire. 
But, ſay [could ? fince thou thus 1 me, 
What reaſon have Ito look right on thee; 

Come, be not you ſo croſs-grain'd, to deſpiſe 

A Breaſt that ſhowes Her croſſes in Her eyes. 
Who ſilently each otherthus reprove, 

T” have let in cruel and ingratcful love. 


Or 


—— 
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Or elſe that eye is looking fill at chis, 
Like Rivals jealous of each others bli(s, 

Clouds the Sun's Creatures are, and what am J. 
But the meer Exhalacion ot Your eye. 
The flies are buzzing where light Candles are, 
And ſmoak You know ever purſues the Fair : 
Dayes — embraces with the night, 
And ſhadows kiſs the lovely Lips of light, 
Why chen ( Florinde ) art thou fo unkind, 
To (coffe the Mole, thy Beauty made thus blind? 
But, am [ blind, dolt (ay 7 even thence docs tow 
This ſolace, that the God of Love is jo: 
Am [ (quine-ey'd, then I may glory in, 
The Sun it (elf, lights centre, looks 2{-uint. 


— _ —_ — 


A mock Song, to 0 ſtay by me Sir. 
1. 


S not by me Feinds ! but fly me, 
For behold I come 

All in fury, to conjure ye 
To avoid the room. 

© come not then near me, Vour hagęy looks skare 
But down to your curled Cel], (me, 

For in Hell | 

All ſucſt ſooty ſluts dwell: 


H 2 Out 


2. 


Out ye Devils, worſt of evils, 
What do you make here ? 
Such baſe Bitches, and damn'd Witches 
I ne're ſaw, as ye arc. 
O come not then near me, your haggy looks skare 
But down to your curſed Cell, (me, 
For in Hell 
All ſuch ſooty ſluts dwell. 


3 
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Pluto's Puſſes, are the Suſſes, 
That 1 here behold, 
Dreſt in Tiffany, like Tyſiphante, 
Snaky lockt and Old. 
O come not then near me, your haggy looks skate 
But down to your curſed Cell, (me, 
For in Hell 
All ſuch ſooty ſluts dwell. 


4. 


Furies Fellows, what? is Hell looſe, 
And ye broke out thus 
In your Night gears, like the Night-mares 
To meet Incubus ? 
O come not then near me, your haggy looks skare 
But down to your curſed Cell, (me, 
For in Hell 
All ſuch ſooty ſluts dwell. 


Out 
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5, 


Out upon ye, le none on ye, 

Down ye damn'd beneath, 
Your ill favours, and worſe fayours 

Do infe& my breath. 
are] O come not then near me, your haggy looks skate 
ne, But down to your curſed Cell, (me, 
| For in Hell 
All ſuch footy f{luts dwell. 


. ä — * 
1 — 
A forſaken Lady tojHer perjur d Apoſt ate. 
Ut, are thoſe flaſhes fled ? thoſe flames quite 
* Iinto the aſhes of Oblivion ? (gone 
. Where are thoſe vows? thoſe Heaven atteſted Oachs 
2 


Seal'd on my Lips, the pledges of our trothes ? 
What all amore all baniſht ina trice, 

All our embraces a Fools Paradice ? 

Then, Farewel faich, and Friend, next time I find 
My (elf affective, lle embrace the Wind. 


— 
— — — 
NED 
— — 


To my Lilly-white Leda, in Commendation 
re af Pale face. 


GG 


Wie Red enchaced in the Skies we find, 
We ſtrait conclude it, either Rain, or Wind 


H 2 Snch 
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Such Rubricks on thy face, if I eſpy, 
I do expect to ſee the ſtorm or cry. 
Ask chem that dare condemn thy Ivory hue, 
If bloody Snow were not monſtrous, ro view. 

Pray tell me where the ſo admired Rofe, 

From the ſame ſtalk both White, and Red diſcloſe ? 
Spaniels and Calves are Red, and White, tis true, 
if You be Red, and White, pray, which are Tou. 
You'd think I mock You, ſhonld 1 ſay You are 
Pure Red, and White, as Babies in the Fair ? 

If Red be ſucha grace? if Red ſo pleaſe ? 
Have me commended to Red Latices. 

Vet, the Red Roſe is Cordial; but the White 

Is evermore commended for che ſight. 

From Coſtor'd-mongers | have underſtood 

Thus much, the Red cheek Apple's ſeldom good. 
Red Wax ( Youknow ) is common, but the White 
Is Virgins Wax, and a ou price muſt buy t. 

Pray, tell me now, would You be woo'd,and pray d. 
To [ob Yourſelf out, on a Milk white Maid ? 
Marry come up; ſo, when You are to write, 

You may condemn Your paper cauſe cis White. 
Here, here's an E"zabetb, will You ſay what ail 
The ſhilling, cauſe You ſee the face is pale ? 

That were a pretty jeaſt, Alas, alas, 

If it were cherry-cheekt, ic would not paſſe ? 

White Robes at Nuptials ſhew a Virgin ſtate : 
And, why not white Checks Beauties Candidate? 
What wouldſt thou thinkif thou ſhould'tRed el(py, 
Exchequor'd with the White that's in thine eye 
4 wart ſay tis blood-ſhot : how then is't a grace, 
That blemithes the beſt part of thy Face. 
But, why do Ithus eagerly allude 
To that which all, but blind men will r 
Sel { v he 
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The $ilver Moon, the glictering trine of night, 
The Lilly, Swan, and Yenw Doves are white. 
Bat You ſay Red's a modeſt tincture, tuſh, 
Her Conſcience cannot bid her count'nance bluſh; 
When ſhe has done the thing ſhe ought not do, 
Come to her then, ſhe”! blull, as red, as You. 


»-=-R ubicunds flat, alba ſerenat. 


— — — — — — « —  — —— 
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POSTSCRIPT 
To the precedent Paper. 


Ur, ſtay (my Whiting) though I took thy part: 
'T was not to ſhew thy Beauty, but my Art. 
My conſcience tells me, Red and White beft pleaſcs, 
White, not (et off with Red, portends Diſeales : 
But Poets pre, and con, ſalute, and ſlight, ' 
Tell You the Dove is Black, and the Crow White. 
I could have writ as much, and given a grage 
As ample, to the Calte with the white face. 
Thus have I made thee Fair, and foul, ſo truly, 
Starch be it nere ſo white, comes off but blewly. 


- 
* * — hs — 
— —— — 


To Will the Drawer. 


Aturday laſt, faith, Will, You ſent me Sack 
By Baccbus, ſcarce was worth the ſending back. 


now a truſty ſoul, and ſend me White, 
eniſh, which you will ? bur e righe. 


H 3 Feel 
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Feel out ſome Cell where Pbabus cannot come, 
I know Will will fend good, if b at home. 


— — 
—— 


Upon 4 Gentleman ſurpriz 4 with the ſight 
of a Lady unknown to him, betrothd 10 
another. 


Miſerum me fuiſſe fælicem. 


Nhappy happineſs, pleaſing piercing fate“ 
By coo good Fortune, made infortunate. 
My bleſt, and blaſted eyes make me at once 
My (elf an Emperour, and a Slave pronounce, 
hat ſtrange affections on my ſpirits ſeize, 
Whereof the Cure is worſe than the Diſcaſe? 
What Heavenly Fire is this, torments, and joys me? 
Which, if I blow, conſumes, if quench,d: ſtroys me? 
Had Palinurns never ſteer'd ſo far 
As India, where the Exrth's choice Treaſures are. 
His Wooden Caſtle might have (plir aſunder, 
Andne're arrived at a nine days wonder. 
Had Ine re ſeen this face, ah! then my breaſt 
Had ſtill been calm in her firſt Haven of reſt. 
Law it, but, and che wing'd Archers Bow, 
Drawn by thole Load-ſtones of your eyes pierc'd 
(chrough. 
My heart; ſo did he from Your eyes procure 
His Bolt, his Bow-(tring, and his Cynoſure. 
Then take, O take this Love ſlain Heart of mine, 
This Vid tall'n on Your Viftorious ſhrine ; 
Only let Love, lince co Your pile I come, 
Deign me the honour of a Marcyrdom, 


And 
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And ' tis enough; ſince I can't overcome ye, 

Ile kiſs the ſtroaks my fates allot me from ye. 

Yet on my Urn, ſhould You one glance contrive, 
My aſhes wich the Phenix might revive ? 

If not a ſmile? O yet let pitty lend me 

A ligh, that may to the next World commend me: 
Where my, then happier eyes may have the ggace 
Freely to feaſt on Your Serapbick Face. 

Unlucky luck, with joy, and woe it fills me, 
Tarantula likr, it makes me laugh, and kills me. 
"Tis thou haſt wounded me, and I muſt meet 

My Cure in thee, O my ſweet bitter-(weet. 


-=- Mibi ves eadem vninus opemque tulit. 


— 
— 


— — — —— —— — nn 


To my Pale Pippin. 
Pallor in ore ſeder. 


Hf Er piteous looks may happily move 


Compaſſion in me, never love. 


Shall l bow down, or kneel to that 
Which ſeems to me inanimare ? 

So while I co my (ute addict her, 

I pray with Papiſts co a Picture. 

Do ye not ſee how meager death 

Seems through her Organs to ſteal breath? 
As Succubus had from * duſt, 

Rear'd her to gratific his luſt : 

Tell me Pale Phebe, don't You climb 

Old Walls, to banquet on the line? 


H4 1 
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I know You love ſuch Feſtivals, 
Your white walht cheeks reſemble Walls. 
Say, mother piteous, do You not 
For Oatmeal, robthe Porridge pot ? 
Run you not into private holes 
To break Your faſt with ſalt and coals? 
I mighc a thouſand knacks repeat, 
Wha: could I name, but You would eat? 
In ſhame whereof Your blood refrains 
Your Checks, and lurks within Your veins. 
Until ic be fuppena'd thence, 
By Your flajuious conſcience. 

or, are You Lilly-like, but (allow, 
And ſapy countenanc'd like tallow. 
For when/Your dropping Noſe you handle, 
You ſeeni to me toſnuffe a candle. 
And they, that keep You, reap diſgrace, 
While Men read Famine on Your face, 
Nature's bejieg'd, and all che your pores 
Oburucte d, block up her recourſe. 
You eanno ſuch improvement feel 
In Allum poſlet, or crude ſteel. 
To whom ( alas ) chere's nothing can 
Be ſo effectual, 25 Man. 
What need men cate then for ſuch Wives, 
As marry but to fave their Lives. 
He muſt as much (that Weddeth thee 
Thy Doctor, as thy Husband be. 

No, lle to Tavern, where being come, 

T he fitſt Attendant ſhews a room. 
The next preſents = glancing Laſs, 
Like Hen in a Vemice glaſs, 
V/ith that I knock, and as ſome ſprite, 
I conjure up puic Red, and White. 


(105) 
My circles a Round Table, and 
In miſt thereof does Hymen ſtand. 
With a light Tapour, when I call 
To celebrate my Nuptial. 
Here do 1a French Madam place, 
And there a (weer lip'd Spanilh Laſſe. 
Here all in white a Lady dances, 
And there in Red —.4 glances. 
And leaſt mige eyes want freſh delight, 
Here (ers Clatetta Red and White. 
Nor do | complement, I ero, 
But cell 'em plain, *cis ſo and (o. — 
They ſteuggle not, nor are they Coy, 
Bur 1 may what I will enjoy. 
No, there's £9 coile made for a kiſs, 
Though melting, melting, melting bliſſe. 
No ſhittiug from the triendly Cup, 
But I may freely all cake up. 
Aud in cach tace, if Io pleaſe ? 
lle Court my own Ethgies. 
Who woul not then on this ſtage act Narciſſus, 
Where lively Lips ſo (ſweetly ſay, come kiſs us. 


— — —— — — 


_— hs. All. cd 


PH, Charon., 
Da dextram miſer a, & tecum me tele per und x. 


Pb, Boat, a boat, Charon, come (et me over. 
Cb Au calls Hells fatal Ferry mant Fb. lover 
Cb. And thou ſhalt ſtay the louger for't, I vow. 
Pb, You'l not be to unmerciful I cro? 


Ch. Lett 


C1086) 


Cb. Lefc handed luck light on ye, every hour 

I'm treubled co tranſport ſuch brands as you arc. 
Pb, Nay, good (weet Charon come; Cb. yes, (weet on 

When I have nothing elſe to do, | will, (ſtill, 
— (tet'd fails, 
b. What ? Cb. greaſe my boat, and pacch my ſhat- 

And ſet me down, and reſt me Pb. Fove? what ails 

This frowaxd patch? come prethee tothe ſtat lie, 

lama Stranger, come, put off chy wrath, 

nigher. 

Ch, Hence Cupids brands; Pb. Not ſo, Ch. lle come no 
Pb. Why Cb. ſor you'l ſer my picchy boat on fire. 

I fry already with tranſporting flames, 

Such as have almolt drunk up all our ſtreams. 

Ph. Can'ſt thou fear that, and ſee theſe freſh ſupplies 
So ſtreaming from the Conduits of mine eyes? 
Cb. Well, well, Pb. Nay more, if Cb. ſhall think good, 

Theſe Arms as Oars ſhall wave the Stigian flocd. 
This waſt my maſt, and this diſhevel'd hair, 
He into Cables ewiſt;Cb. Well, you ſpeak fair. 
Ph. Come then, Cb. I am at hand, but e're thy foot 
Boar*d me, how cam'ſt thou here ? timely or not? 
(over, 
Ph. What makes that to my ſpeed ? come watt me 
And talk of that anon; Ch.Nay, ſoft, diſcover, 
Or thou art ac thy furtheſt, truſt no tricks 
Nor faliitics, but (wear by ſacred ſty x. 


Which even the Gods themſelves, call not tolyes * 


Wichour rhe torfeit of their Deities. | 
And lots of Netiar for a hundred Years, 
Speak, Pb. hat if Phils faulty here appears? 
(mother 
Cb. Thou can'ſt not paſs; Ph. The Gods forbid, O 
That diſmal breath, this death is worſe than th' 
(other, 
Is 
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Isit deereed ? Cb. It is, and ſign'd by fate. 
Pb. Ile ſupplicate the Gods then; Cb. cis too late; 
Pb. Hard hap; but ſaw 't thou not my Demopbor ? 
Ch. I did, Tb. Where ? Ch. He is to EHſium gone. 
Pb. And I left here? O Charen,prechee either 
Trenſport me to him, or him hether, Cb. Neither. 
Yb. Shall he live happy? Cb. Ves, Fb. then let me 
For he knows | am his E/yſnem, come: 
Cb. Thou canſt not ( \Wretch ). Not chither ſhall l 
Betake my ſel tt c. To yond foul,foggy fen. (then 
F. And whar,when there? Cb, ſtill tide it to, and fro, 
In deep deſpair, as tholefelf murtherers do, 
Seeꝰ'ſt thou thoſe Troopsglike Autumns leavy (poil, 
What (elf bemoaning, what unpittied coil 
They keep, whillt I tern Charen have no cars 
To heartheir plaints, nor eyes to fee cheir tears“ 
Ph, Have I contemned life, neglected Thrace, 
And my imperial Scepter for this place? 
Ch, Blame thine own rathneſ to andcipate 
The ſupream alt of Adamant ine fate. 5 
Pb, Haſt thou no pitty left for Queens ? Cb. No, nom 
The baleſt Beggar 15 as great as thou, 
Tb. O give me yet a draught of Lethe, that" 
| may forget the tyranny of fate. 
Cb, lc cannot be allow'd, alas, thy woes (knows, 
Begin but now. b. when end they then? Ch. God 
Ib. Picty ſweet Charon, picty for his ſake, 
Whoſe innocence mult of my griefs partake. , 
This he, and I long ſince agreed upon, 
That he ſhould 7 be, I, — 
The Heart | wear, it is not mine, but his, 
And this is Cupids Met amor pboſis. 
"Tis I have ſin'd, and mult he bear the blow ? 
*T'is not my heart, but his that ſuffers now. 
0 
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© either yield then to my juſt deſire, 
Or let me ſuffer in my ſelf intite. 
Cheron confider well, | know thou doſt, 
And then be merciſul, at leaſt be juſt, | 
C6. The caſe is weighty, and I ought.co trudge, 
To be refolv'd on't by Hells fatal Judge, 
Pb. Rather chan ſo, Cæleſtial pitty move 
To (pare us bot h, and lay the fault on Love. 
Cb. Well, Love (hall blind the Gods, and pitty ſhall 
For once (fair Queen) be prefidencial. 
Or, if the Gods will not commiſerate ? 
He ſteal thee over Styx in ſpite of fate. 


Fleliere ſi nequeo ſuperss Acheronta movebs, 


—  ———— — — — — 


E L Er 
Upon my Worthy Friend Ar. Iſaack Lawton, 


D up thoſe floods, what means all this ado! 
Iſaac is dead, 2nd, is not Abrabam too? 

Do we not know, the juſt, and the unjuſt, 

Are, alike, Captives in the chains of dult ? 

But, ſee, his ſoul ſhakes off thoſe carthy Fetters, 
And now is free, while we are natures Debters. 
Yet, ſhall this Clay again in glory riſe, 

Nor needs it to be water'd with your eyes. 

E'ce long upon his flowery Grave ye l (ce 

The Violets of his humility; 

Lillies and bluſking Roſes hall ſpring thence, 
Emblems of and innocence. 


Wich 
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With many more his Vercues to proclaim, 
Deriving all their Odours from his name. 

Is Death, the beſt thing God Tan mortals give? 
Heaven ſeems to hate us then to let us live. 

For his Deceaſe, let others Mourners be, 

I rather envy his Felicity. 

This, 1 could ſorrow for, and who would not ? 
Not to be worthy of his happier lot. 

Yer, could ye mourn?chis might Your grief aſwage, 
He did not live to be che Slave of Age. 

And ſcorn of Fortune, rackt with doubts, deſpair, 
Falſe hope, and fear, as moſt Men living are. 
Some ſullen Souls, at Deaths unwelcom doom, 
Break like an Earthquake from the trembling womb. 
And with unknown Convulſions, tear, and wreſt, 
As Devils took their leave of the pollctt. 

But Lawton's partiug was ſo ſtill, his ſoul 

Out of his body broke not, but, even ſtole. 

The peaceful Pſyche is to Heaven fled, 

Leaving her ſleeping conſort in the bed. 

No noile ſhe made, nor of grief any ſhew, 

Oily one figh, to bid her ſweet, adicu. 

Her cake ſteps he neither hear'd, nor felt, 

Vet on his Lips ſome minutes ſpace ſhe dwelt. 

As who fhould ſay, ſleep on, and by this kiſs 

lle come, and wake thee to Eternal bliſs. 
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An Elegy upon Sir Henry Wright Baronet, 
who dyed Feb. 5. 1663. 


Sſex has loſt her better Genius, 

The Son of Englands Eſculapius, 
The King has loſt « Subje& of Kenown, 
None of the meaneſt Jewels of his Crown. 
Sir Henry Vrigbt, in whoſe deplored lotle, 
The Church too has th' addition of a Crofle. 
Relations, Neighbors, Tenants, Servants, all 
Are here concern'd, the loſs is general. 
His Death exacts of whoſoe*re it hears, 
Tempetts of ſighs, and Hurricans of tears. 
Faith, Juſtice, Love, and Loyalty are gone 
Wich bleſt Ares to the Horizon. 
With whom our comforts like a Winters Sun, 
Vaniſht almoſt as ſoon as they begun; 
Scarce did his early gayes ariive at noon, 
He liv'd too faſt, andEherefore dy'd too ſoon. 
Where others make an end, he did begin- 
True, he has green without, bur grave within, 
And when at any time he ſilence broke 
An Age, at leaſt, beyond himſelf he (poke, 
As if his reaſon, and his Richer ſenſe 
He ow'd to Nature, not Experience. 
The vaſtneſſe of his Heart, in this was ſhown, 
That Hoſpital ty made his Houle Her Throne. 
He was of all belov'd to whom as due, 
His King gave Honour, and his Country too. 
Who all for him unanimous votes did g1ye, 


To be(as twice their Repreſentative. 
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Of whom their wiſely grounded hope was more 
Than Al-xander gave a Kingdom for. 

Nor were they here deceiv'd, he was ſo juſt 

Wich intereſt, he anſwer' d all their truſt. 

He din'd but here, and went to Heaven to ſupyer, 
Rais'd from the lower houſe, now, to the upper. 
Then let his Lady ſpare ber precious flood, 

Since a whole Kingdom ſhares her Widow- hood, 
Whoſe flowing eyes mult like another Nyle, 
Drown the (ad Face of this impoverithe 11]:, 


— 


Upon a Gentl:man drown'd , and loſt 14 
the River Wharfe in Yorkſhite, 


T fignifies juſt nothing, when Heaven calls, 
Ile Worms, or Filhes, be our Cennibels, 

My fancy yet, the nobler Fiſh prefers 

Betore the Worms, thoſe crawling Sepulchers, 
Norcare I much, ſiuce ſomet hing maſt confound me, 
A Feaver burn me, ora Droplie drown me? 

Flefh has its Period, and that ſtop being come, 
What could he with, but ſuch a Cryſtal Tomb ? 
Whence he, in time may mount up to the Sun, 

In ſome tranilucid Exhalation. 

Whilſt ſuch, as in their Chambers make their ends, 
Bugbears become, and ſcare-Crous to their Friends. 
But he that liv'd, and I hope dy'd in Chrift, 
Could not be ſo much drown'd, as re- baptix d. 

So Gods Ele& ( pardon our gloſs upon'r ) 

Had no leſs than an Ocean for their Fomt. 


Wh y 
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Why then bemoan ye him, who happy man, 
Croſt but this Fordan into Canaan. 
That more than milky Paradice? They muſt (wim 
Oceans of Tears that mean to follow him. 
Ceaſe then vain ſearch, and let thoſe bones alone, 
That reſt with Moſes in a Tomb unknowg, 
For know he had ſpite of his fatal fall, 
Floaced c' re this, but that he had nogall : 
Whom ſilent deeps conceal, leaſt he once found, 
Should in our Tears a ſccond time be drown'd. * 


Upon a Lady at York dying in Child-Birth. 


Nd, but Her fate was ſuch, think ye that the 
Could fall beneath theſe flags ot Victory. 
Not poſſible, but, ah! chis Lilly-bed, 
Was aſhy Death mounted on his pale ſtced ; 
That Prince af terrors from the Thers ſent 
To rifle and take down this filver Tent. 
And, what was that to us, if Heaven thought meet, 
That ſhe ſhould lay in, in Her Winding ſheer ? 
Or that Her Son thus unaccuſtom'sd wile, 
Should Fbæm like from Her own aſhes riſe. 
Or, that his Spring muſt needs her Autumn be, 
And we have but a Pippin for« Tree ? 
All ſtill to love, and providence impute, 
That labour is not loit that's crown'd with Fruit. 
Nay, let us rather Heavens jult praiſe proclaim, 
That from a ſhadow ſuch a ſubſtance came. 


(113) 
Not but her Years ſo freſh, ſo full of bloom, 
Among the living might Rave ſtill found room. 
But that her ſou which nought, but, Heaven con- 
Became too volatile tor its Elements. (cents, 
Which, (*cauſe their centres, yet, contrary arc) 
Subſided, and became this falling Star. 
Left here as pledge, till Earth ſhall kiſs the Skies, 
And Duſt in glory toits Conſort riſe. 
Meanwhile thus White, thus all in brydal State, 
To Her bright Spouſe aſcends Heaven's Candidate. 
How then is Fate unkind ? Death comes but tight, 
"Tis fickle-(cafon when the Fields are white. 
Yea, even her Bed did fo all-whice appear, 
As if her innocence would ſtill live there. 
Thus Heaven, and Earth couſpite a glorious day, 
When Soul aud Body go the milky way. 


-” — — — 
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Epitaph upon Mr. Robert Dey Apothecary. 
N Orwich in ſorrows weeds attend his Urn, 


And, not for his, but, ſor your own fakes mourn. 
Remember Citizens how ye us'd to flix 
Toſue out your reprives frou Death, to Dye. 
Whoſe Selutiferow Magazine of Arts, 
Was Your (ole SanQuary gainſt Death's Darts. 
Their feeble nature in a trice might be, 
Arm'd againſt all Diſcaſes Cap « Pe. 
But he is gone, and in a good Old Age, 
Took his calm exit off a turbulent Stage. 
His Death, as harmleſſe as bis Birth, from whence 
His da yes deri vd a double Innocence. 


I While 
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Whilſt we (for ſo perhaps Heaven has thought 
Are left to write our ſtories in our blood. (good,) 
Times ſythe has wounded him, bur he has got 
Suah ſemper vivum as he feels ic not. 
With Faith, Hope, Charity, and Contrition, 
He made up his Cœleſtial compolition. 
And wich an Unctious name, he mixt a Kol! 
Of Gratia-Dei and embalni'd his Soul. 
Whoſe thread of Life, cut by the Siſters knife, 
For Aqua vite, he drinks Water of Life 
Unto his praiſes much might added be, 
But take chis one for all, namely, that he, 
Even Dey the true Apothecary was, 
All chat are leſt, are but Synonyma's., 


8 — — — 
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Epitaph pon Doctor Edward Cook. 


Nſluce Your Captive floods, what, can y*- * p 
LJ Your eyes from tears, and ſee the marb!c weep? 
Burſt out for ſhame, or if ye find no ven- 
For grief, yer, ſtay, and ſee the ſtones r- 
If thil ye can forbear ? weep chen to (: 
Your ſtupid hearts more ftone than Niobe. 


— — - — — 


n 


Epitaph upon a Weaver, 


Hire a Weaver, whom that Turk, 
And Tyrant Death turn'd out of Work. 


Poor 
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Poor fellow, heis gone, what though ? 
He's out of bonds, would I were ſo. 
Alas he (old Chemelion ware, ; 
By which he ſav'd ſcarce n_ but air. 
one, quoth he / pray, hom ſhould he ſtay? 
Such gain will drive us all away. , 
Well,*cwas a ſad and ſuddain change, 
nd yet to me tis 5 range. 
'ortradings dead, and Wares will give 
o price at all, how could he live? 


_ — 
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To the perpetual memory of my ever He- 
nour d Couſin, Mrs. E. Harman. 


Nder this ſad Marble lyes 
Nature's Pride, and Beauties prize. 
ich, ſo ſweet Her accents were, 
would charm a Syrens car. 
er mode ſo modeſt was, as ſhe 
aughe che Turtle upon © 
ſum, a more Vertuous Wife, 
ever (weeten'd Husbands Life. 
oconclude then, all was ſhe 
an could wiſh,or Women be. 
ho lyes here like Treaſure found, 
ot above, but under ground. 
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On good Wife Plain, 


Hr: without either, welt, or gard 

Lyes Goodwife Plam in the Church-Yard. 
Freſh in our memory till the next rain, 
Settle the Earth again down plain. 


— — — —— ——.— 


Af AN. 


Had finiſhc this his foot - ſtool's vaſt Theatre. 

He brings up Man, chat all the World might (ce, 
His all-wiſe Art in their Epitome. 
His Body, his baſe part Earth repreſents, (ments, 
His Heaven breath'd foul, Earch's ſoul, the Kle- 
Th' Ingredients of the World are, water, air, 
Earth, Fire, and even ſuch Man's ingredients are. 
Your leave, and thus the ſemblance 1 rehearſe 
Between the great and little univerſe. 

His head's Orbicular, like the circular Skies, 
Whoſe Lamps meet Rivals in his Orient eyes. 
And as *cis Heaven molt like, tis Heaven moſt near, 
Reaſon ſwayes her Majeſtick Sceprer there, 
That Divine gueſt that makes a man, thence all 
The ſenſes borrow their Original, 
And, as their ſole, and ſupream Court repair, 
To manifeſt their virtues in that chair. 
Nor may [ here forget that comely front, 
That even (urprizes all chat look upon't. 


Wi time Zebovab, Heaven & Earths Creator, 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe lovely Lineaments, thoſe goodly graces, 
Attend the (weers of well proportion'd faces. 
What Wonders Nature in his Tongue commences, 
The Inſtrument of his delicious ſenſes. 
Which we beyond expreſſe, oſt times refreſu 
With Rapſodies from that ſmall film of flefh. 
How right here's Pan, and Phztas whillit our cars 
Are partial 'ewixt our voyces and the 3 
Somtimes cis gentle, and again 2s loud, 
As thunder roaring from the ſhatteted Cloud. 
His hair does with the piles of.grals agree 
Both, equal foor-ſteps of a Deity. 
Both the effect of moiſture, who ſo ſeeks 
The Roſe, and Lilly, they blow in his Cheeks, 
Nay, what can You preſent, but he commande, 
Thelively trans-hope from his Procean hands ? 
His blood is like the ſtreams+, that to and fro, 
Turning and winding are the centre through. 
Should | here (well my ſtory co preſent, 
The Othee of each Chord, each ligament. 
The Nerves, then tendons, and the Arteries ? 
My Life would be too ſhore to finiſh theſe. 
Nay, there is nothing, but in it [ fee 
Atheme of wonder to Eternity. 

And yet, this body we can't praiſe enough, 
Compare it with the ſoul, tis ſordid ſtuffe. 
There's no ſuch difference twixt the ſorry caſe, 
And Jewel, twixt the mask and the fair face. 
Our bodies, doubtleſſe, are a kin to all, 

The very Beaſts, and as thoſe Beaſts, they fall. 
But by our ſouls, we are to Heaven ally'd, 
Which, wich our bodies ſhall be glorify'd. 
Nature's appointedtime ofchange revolyes, 
And Fleſk into its Elements reſolves, 
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His native heat does to the Fire repair, 
Humours to water, breath to the next air. 
The bones, and parts that are more ſolid, muſt 
Lye Pris'ners, till they render duſt to dutt. 
Mean while the ſoul her native ſtation keeps 
In Heaven,whilſt nature in her cauſes ſleeps. 


——— 


HE L L. 


Par nulla figura Gerbanrg. 


Ccurſed Topbeth! how (hall I define 

This diſmal Dungeon, this ſad Cell of thine / 
So dusky, dark, ſo wholly void of light, 
How ſhall I ſee ro draw thy Picture right ? 
What colours ſhall I aſe? Colours ſaid I, 
Thou art all black, black as Preſerpines eye. 
Deep, and declive, bencath the dead Sea is 
In a blind hole, this thy all black abyſs. | 
Thy pitchy Palace, where the chearly Sun 
Ne're comes,as out of his Commiſſion. 
Norlends the Moon ſo much as one odd night, 
To qualiſie thy darkneſſe with her light. 
Which we but (leep by? No, nor all the Year, 
Does one {mall Star on thy dark front appear. 
Thou blackeft Moor ask but thy Dauaan train, 
Their Tub-cask tells thee, thou att Labour in vain. 
Go ask Ixion elſe, or him whoſe ſtone 
Gathers no moſs, they all conclude in one. 
Thou the true Negro art, and Patentee 
Of wter ſhades, there is no night but thee, 


The 
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The darkneſſe the Z£gyprians felt, was bur 
A Type of thine, and that too fairly cut. 
Tartarious Tull;an, how thy erat is trod 
To Baelzebnb, Knight of che black Rod ? 
W hoſe haggy hair curls into fnaky torts 
More terrible than Poets poor reports. 
His gaſhly, yea, his griſly look is ſuch, 
My ſenſe torſakes me if | think on't much. 
His Horns, the fire-fork is wherewith he rurns 
Thoſe broy ling ſceletons, he ever burns. 
In flames that never ſhall be quencht, but hark ? 
talk of flames, and yet I call Hell dark ? 
Flames, it is true, there are, but black, not bright, 
Yea there is Fire, and yet no Fire-lighr. 

Foul Fiend ! Thy Noſe is like a Comer, or 
The tail of ſome prodigious Meteor. 
Well may it ſerve thee for a red hot pur, 
Wherewith thou doſt thy ſtifling Sulphur ſtir- 
Thy ſooty Eye-brows are as black as coals, 
Smoakt with thine eyes that flame like Oven holes. 
Mean while the corners where freſh Brimſtom lies, 
Portends a yellow Jaundiſe in thine eyes. 
Or rather the black Jaundiſe is thy grief, 
But thy Diſcaſeadmits of no relief. 
Thy mouth, like raging A'tna, vomits fire, 
The furious flames of thy unſlackt defire. 8 
As much attractive, and as merc'leſs as 
The ſeven times hotter heated furnace wat. 
Thine arms are fiery Fetters that embrace 
Thoſe Monuments of miſery, whoſe (ad caſe, 
Thou doſt not pitty, though thou ſeem'ſt a while, 
To weep upon them, like the Crocodile. 
Have You not heard of ſmoaking Sodom ſuch 
His breath's, but Sodom ſmoaks not balfe ſo much, 
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His veyns are ſtreams of Sulphur ; his loud lungs 
His bellows, and his hideous hands, his congues. 
His black, and Melancholly blood contains 
Worſe poy ou than e'relurke in Centaurs veyns. 
And, by his cloven foot, dis plainly ſhown, 
Hs Kingdom runs upon divition. 

Thcte are his titles; The Unſatbem'd Gulſe, 

The Roaring Lyon, and the Raging Welfe. 

The Wilde Boar of the Forreſt, the Annoyer 

Of Chriſtian Liberty, the Deſtroyer, 

The mortal Enemy of all Mankind, 

By theſe and ſuch like terms is he de fin'd. 
Father of falſhood, Feces of the Cup 

Vt Condemnation, who can ſumme thee up. 
Or (er thee forth? No hand can ere effect it, 
Unlefſe that hand that captiv'd thee direct it. 
Envy her Enlign on thy front diſplayes, 

And like the ballilisk at diſtance {ly c. 

Thy noe, ſteep as the Alps, parts two deep Cells, 
On this ſide hatred, that fide malice dwells. . 
And, cauſe ſuch Beauty ſome preſervative ask 
Shame and Contulion are thy conſtant mask. 
But leaſt my Charcoal fail to tinilk chee, 
Thou arc the form, of all deformity. 

As for thy Vaſlals, thus begin their evils, 
Their entrance ſtrait cransforms them into Devils. 
Their entertainment will be ſuch, as they 
Shall flee to death, but death ſhall flec away. 

The corturous worm that gnaws their Contciences, 
Does like Promethbexs vultur never ceale. 

Curſes are all hymnes, their parched throats, 
Can't Lacbryme in lamentable notes. 

Their Dicty's bla(phemy, ſchrieching their ſtrains, 
Howling their tune, whoſe burtheu grief (uſtains* 
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With ſiglis and ſobs, gnaſhing cheir teeth, thus run, 
Their doleful deſcanc, and diviſion. 
Well knew our Saviour Jud fad eſtate, 
When he pronounc'd his Birth intortunate. 
Alaſs ? theſe ſufferings are unſuffetable, 
Vet mult be born, although we be not able, 
Sad is the ſtrength, that is, but lent us to 
Suſtain the Atlas of a greater woe. 
Ot Fables fond and foolith Poets tell, 
That Herewles went, and return'd from Hell. 
Well might he go, but if hee're return'd, 
To tell his rearwal He be burn d. 
He that comes to this place, he mult diſcuſſe, 
His exit with a ſtouter Cerberw. 
Alcides might, and Orpbew mirth mult fail, 
They cannot 'gainit the Gates of Hell prevail. 
No hope of breaking out, the Dungeons deep, 
And the vaſterench environs it is {leep. 

'Tis wall'd to Heaven, and has a dreadtul more, 
ine tunes ſurrounds it, that will bear no boat. 
Sure ſuch a Gulph 'wwixc thec, and me doth flow, 

Thou canſt not hit her, nor we thicher go. 
Deſpoir, and dye; hope no revocative day, 
Since thou art baniſht into Scythre. 

Ye that drink the Worlds Letbe, forget God, 
See here his Scorpions, ſee his flaming rod. 

Ye jeaſted wath edg'd tools, but though the heel 
Ot Juſtice lead i, know her hand is ſtecl. 

Heart piercing words, depart ye, from my fight, 
Into the bolom of coufuſed night. 

Hurry him hence, headlong him down beneath, 
To the black valley of eternal death, 

Think not thy Curtains ate commanded cloſe, 
Toapt thy eyes to a ſecute repoſe, 

No 
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No, Hells hard ſervic'd Centinels muſt keep 
Continual Watch, and never, never ſleep. 
Nor be reliev'd: No Circean Lullabies 
Shall be of power co charm their damned ey. 
Think now,prophaneſt livery do but think 
How thou of this ſo bitter Cup wilt drink; 
What I have writ, read, and conlider well, 
And tell me then, but what thouthinkſt of Hell. 
Didſt thou ly waking on a bed more ſotc 
Than Down, pluckt from the Ravens quill, how oft 
Wouldit thou wiſht Morning?lingring for the light, 
Though Bed-rid but a poor C ymerien night. 
Think then how: thou wilt toſſe thy reſtle(s head, 
Where eve:ilaſting burning is thy bed. 
Think then, I (ay, of their accurs'd condition, 
Whole miſery adppits no intermiſſion. 
This is that bitter drought, whoſe dire dregs be 
The limits of theſe woes, Eternity. 
One thing moſt ſtrange, and what I much ad Mir's. 
A wiſe man thinks there no marerial Fire is. 
But who believes it not's worſe than the Devil, 
And, I had almoſt ſaid bad as Will Nevil!, 
Here I break off, ſhould I proceed co tell 
What ſuch have loſt, chac were another Hell. 


Ex ultima tanti 
Meta furory adi. . 


Innocents Day. 


Carcewas the Heaven bleed Mary's travel done, 
Oba ihe again mult travel wich her Son. * 
| e 
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The Virgin Mother was, that Star- light day, 
Inſtead of brought to bed, brought on her way, 
Twice too, was ſhe deliver'd, (ayes the Text, 
Of her pain firſt, and of her peril next. 

Angel-warn'd Foſeph does his journey take 
For ght, and the Babes of Bethlebem make 
Another Red Sea of their Reeking blood, 
And ſigh their Saviour o're the Crimſon flood. 
Scarce had they found out yer the milky tprings, 
When che unpictying (word Deaths errand brings. 
The tengg# Lambs fall, the Old Fox his prey: 
They ed not ſtand to'r, no, nor run away- 
Wich naked breaſt, the naked ſteel they met, 
They had not learned to cry wo. mad jar 
The Bntchers break in wich Deaths loud alarms, 
And make a Shambles of the Mothers arms: 
One blow diſpatches both, when the Child dyes, 
The Mother pours her Soul out at her cycs. ( floud, 
They both lye drown'd, though not in the (ame 
Rachel in Tears, and her (weet Babe in bloud. 
The wounds of Death, the molt of them endut d, 
E're time had thoſe of Circumcition cut'd. 
Thus Foſeph like, the Babes of F«ſeph's ſtem, 
Crawle from the Dungeon to the Diadem. 
And ſince for Chriſt's ſake, to the Croſſe they eome, 
Their Maſſacre is made a Martyrdom, 50 
The holy cauſe, tis like, they did not know, 
And yet, they ſuffer'd with a witneſſe chough. 
Nor need the Army of the Martyrs be 
Aſham d to own this noble Infantry. (born, 
Who have with them, Chriſts Croſs, and colours 
And more than that, have led up the forlorn. 
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H. E AVE N. 


(Treaſure, 
Eaven ! Lord what's that? I it that heap of 
The Wortldiing hugs (c, or that ſwect of plea» 
So idoliz'd, is it that glorious putfe + ( (ure 
Of honour, wherewith men ne're (well enufte. 
Or is it Beauty, whole Celeſtial fire 
Blows up that Ztne of the Worlds defire ? 2 
Lyes ic elſe in revenge, that (veer, {weet caſe 
Of injuries no, no, cis none of chele ; 
For wealth, alas, has Wings, and all the reſt 
Are vanicy of vanity at beſt, 
What is it then? Earchs wide ſtreacht Canopie , 
The gliccering ſurface of the ambient Sky ? 
Is it the Sun, that glorious globe of light, 
Or his bright Contort, Emprefle of the night ? 
No, none of thele ; we mult aſcend a ſphear, 
Two ſtories higher than our eyes, and there. 
Even there this Heaven of Heaven is, but firſt ! 
E're | can tell You what it is muſt dye. 
In vain for Heaven, [ darkling grope about, 
cannot ſee't untill theſe eyes be ouc. 
Eyes have not (een, nor yet hath humane ear, 
Heard of the jet, thoſe joyes of jeyes are there. 
Nor hach it enter'd into ch' heart of Man, 
'Tis coo anguſt, ah, cis too ſmall a (pan 
To entertain't, we mult per force decline it, E 
H-avcn were not Heaven, could fleſh & blood define 
Grant ( O my God) that Inot being able, 
To ſhew ye Heaven, make not Heaven ſcem a fable. 
Bur 
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But lo the Sacred ſpirit here deſcends 

Unto our underſtanding, and commends. 

This inexpreſlive Paradiſe, and even 

As it were by reflexion,ſhowes us Heaven. 

Which he a ſumptuous City calls, built en, 

And by Chriſt Jeſus the true Corner ſtone, 

This City, not with hands made, 1s four ſquare, 

Eaſt, Weit, North, South-gates equidiſtant are. 

Length, heignce , and breadth do all conſpire to be 

The uniform of per ſect Symetty. 

Twelve Gates thereare of molt magnificent ſtate, 

Made of ewelve Pearls, of every Pearl a Gate, 

And, as twelve Gates of twelve vaſt Pearls fo here, 

Twelve Rich Foundations of twelve gems appear. 

The Sardw, Saphyr, and the Sardonix, 

The Tepus, F=ſper, and Facymb are ſix. 

The Berid, Amethiſt, and Calcrdenite, 

Chryſ,praſws emral'd, and Chyſslirte, 

Make up the four times three, whoſe ſparkling 

Baniſh all poſlibilicy of night. (light, 

The ſtately ſtreets all along as ye paſſe, 

Are pav'd wich Gold traxſparenter than glaſle. 

Through which the ſilver teams of Life, convey 

Their Cryftal Currences whilſt tu Rich array. 

On either fide this glictecing Tags, ſtand 

The Trees of Life, whole Boughs bow tothe hand. 

There's neither Sun, nor Moon, in that bright ſpbear, 

He that lent them their light, himiſelf ſhines chere. 
5 (lie ves, 

There's none that watch, nor none that guard re- 

What weed there, lincethere's neither night nor theeves, 

There's nothing grieves, no being «/ @mort : 

Darkneſſt and Death ate Scrangers in that Court. 

Envy, — 2 —— and diſgiace 

Sorrow, and ſickneſſe, come not in chat place. 
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Without are Dogs, nothing that is unclean, 
Has any part in t hat all bliGful Scene. 
But meekneſſe joy, and all extreams of Love, 
Such are the Stars in that bright Orb that move, 
It is a Kingdom of lo vaſt Renown, 
And Triumph, every Subject wears a Crown. 
Where (bleſſed Gol) they feaſt their eyes on thee. 
And look their bliſs into Eternity. 
How fhall Lhope ſufficiently t' admire 
Thoſe living Powers in thy Cœleſtial Quirc? 
Thoſe Thouſand Thouſands that attend upon 
The radiant Throne of thy all glorious Son. 
Angels, Archangels, Cherubim, and Thrones, 
Amazing Seraphim, and Dominions. 
Which, inthy highelt preſence alwayes ſit 
Enjoying Happineſſe next to infinit. 
Any of which defending from his ſtory , 
Would Extacy, and kill us with his glory. 
Here, cloſe Your Lids my daring eyes, leaſt ye 
Where Angels hide their Faces be too free. 
Lord how [ reach, and roam t' uncurtain Heaven! 
Whilſt I am even of mine own ſelf bereaven. 
O take theſe Fetter take theſe Clogs from me, 
Taketheſe ſcales from mine eyes that I may fee. 
Thy Tabernacle, thy Hieruſalem, (them 
Which chou, Heavens Monarch haſt prepar'd for 
That love, and (ſerve thee, ah me! when thell 1 
Come and appear before thy Ma jeſty? 
Where e're thou be, let me but ſee thy face, 
Ile ask no other Heaven, no other place. 
If thou deſcend into th” abyſs below, 
= ſoul ſhall wiſh no other Heaven to know, 
here thou art, Heaven is, cis not the reſort 
Of Courtiers, but the King that makes che Court. 
r 
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do not ſtand on this, or any place, 
Only in mercy, let me ſee thy face. 
Thus have I taken pains, to ſhew ye that 
Which is, I mult confeſs Iknow not What. 


— — 
— 


On Gun-powder Treaſon, 0 


Ow, fools! how think yr, is there not a God, 

N Ak but Your backs that (mart with your own 
rod. 

When ye prepar'd this Cup, did ye then chirk 
The Dregs ſhould be the draught Your ſelves maft 
Doubtleſs,ye'd not have dig'd ſo deep a 75 (drink? 
Had ye but dream't that ye ſhould hanſel it? 
How black was this Ecclipſe? what meant ye by't? 
' A flame, and yet no light, cwas Hellfire right. 
Was ever Vulcan matcht with ſuch a horn ? 
But he that ſate in Heaven, laught them to ſcorn. 
What at one blow, both Court and Commons? piſh, 
"Twas but a fallific, a Caligula's wilk. 
Yea, bur falſe fire, by Heaven the couch-hole was 
So ſtopt, the flame could not to th* barrel pals. 
Ble{t be the Churches, great Protector for't, 
"Twas ye gave Fire, but we gave the report. 
Internal Angels, fight with Gabriel, 
And Heaven it (elf ſeems undermin'd by Hell. 
But, O how vainly the black brood ef night, 
Martial their Mates againſt the Sons of light? 
Fear not Betbalia, Holifernes ſhall 
Be dead drunk, and by his own Fauchion fall. 
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Goliabs boaſts, are breathleſſe, mighty Mydien, 
Muſt buckle te the brandiſht Reel of Gideon, 
We need not fear, nor care we though Hell knock, 
Our Temple's built on an impregnable Rock. 
Preſerv'd by Providence ; Babels brats may kick, 
But never move our Heaven-fixt Candleftick. 
*Tis Rome, muſt ruine Kome, tis not your gins 
Are able to enſnare us, but our fins. 
Puffe cill-ye pant again, alas, fond foe, 
Ye do bur aſhes of our Altars blow. (veal, 
And, whilſt Your Hell-hatche Plots Your hate re- 
Ye don't extinguifh, but enflame our zcal. 
The wind that ſhakes the boughs, faſtens the root, 
And You confirm us whilſt ye go about. 
Thus to ſupplant us, tuſh, ye do but hence 
Endear us to our God for new defence. 
But would ye have Your ends? Thus, let it be, 
Plot ſo, as he that made the eye, mayu's (ee, 


— 


— — 


— — 


Upon a Sparrow catcht at a Pipe of Canary. 


His is a wonder; Drawer, ſcore it up, 

A Sparrow taking of a chierping Cup ? 
"Tis like the Bird, his fancy ſomewhat ripe 
To the Canary flew, to tune the Pipe. 
The Drawers eye, th' unlucky Bird beſet, 
Who "ſtead of drawing Wine did draw his get. 
The Proverb henceforth will for nothing ſtand, 
A Bird in th' buſh, is here a bird ith' haud. 
Sure, thought the Drawer, having drunk his fill, 
He means to pay me, for he has a Bill, 


He 


„% + „% „ Ht ke ed md bd wes 


*% >” es *%$o <4.” ee <l 


ck, 


(129) 


He ſips the other touch, and then he reels, 

But certainly, he'l never take his heels. 

No, nor he need not, had he drunk till night, 
Like Icarws he was prepar'd for flight. 

But when the Drawer ſaw, he drunk all weathers, 
Not truſting to his heels, but to his feathers. 

In rage, ſayes he, and then himſelt beftirr'd, 
This Sparrow ſure is a Canary Bird, 

He caught him faſt, and brought him to the bar, 
Who had recover*'d, had he come ich” air. 

He was a Cup too low, for, be it known, 

He'dne re been overtaken, if high flown. 


Upon one Mr. Lee, deſiring ſome Friends 
of bis 10 ſteal « Weirphalia Ham , and 


giving them Sack to it. 


A Strangers Quarter, ſuch as daily we 

1 Upon the City Gates are wont to (ce, 
Hanging upon a Tavern Kirchin baulk, 
Became an eye-ſoar, and a Coftce-talk. 

One Mr. Lee, by chance, by the tire fide, 
Askt if this Malefactor had been try d. 
Enquires his name and Country, and hears (ay, 
Bacon by name, Country Weſtphalia : 

Bacon ſaid he? This Bacon is, by Og, 

But once removed from Mine Here Van Hog. 
Nearly related to my Lord Wilde Boar, 

A Potentate whom Pearls are caſt before, 
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And cis not fic one of extraction rare, 
Wich Mabomet, ſhould hang ftill in the air. 
I therefore wilht, (ayes he, ſome friends of mine, 
Would bury him, and I'de find Bread and Wine. 
Of whom I hope, 1 may this favour beg, 
In that l joyn the Hogs-hrad tothe Leg, 
Wich that we had him to a ſpacious room, 
Princes themſelves would envy ſuch a tomb. 
In plenceous bowls, we pour's out all our mones, 
And there in decent manner laid his bones. 
Knowing right well after the Funeral Feaſt, 
Our bellies full, the bones would be at ret, 
| blame the Wine, for I profeſſe the Sack 
Was on the Lee, the Bacon went to rack. 
Yet there's I:ffe resſon to condemm the Wine, 
For who deuies, but, it was fic for Swine ? 
Thus in a trolick of the higheſt peg, 
Lee made us drink, and we made Lee a Leg. 


— — — — — — — ———̃———— —2— CO 
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Dpon a Cit» Captain in Cutopia, arreſting 
4 Book: ſcller for beating him. 


3 Ook beats down Buffe ber, & the Trophies parts, 
W that's no won ter, \rms mull yield to Arts. 
His War-like Limbs upon the floor were ſpread, 
Never, ata, Wes Butt, {o buffered. 
Tus « twins light, had You but been to feet 2 
Tire irre couchant at Apolio's feet. 
The Man of fron did at Grit look grim, 
Luc Bock curn'dover « new lcaf wich him. 


Could 


8. 


(131) 
Could ſuch a martial out- ſide let in fear ? 
To quit his ation for a Stat,oner. 
Doubtleſſe, the City cannot chooſe but be 
Sweetly helpt up, wich (uch A ary, 
She need not fear, he will defend her Woll, 
As bravely, as the Gyants do Gui/d-Hell, 
He wears a Guilded Gorget, what of it ? 
A Ladies Gorget would be far more fit. 
A juſt compariſon, for, as cake it, 
An Anaz-n would put him in her placker. 
A Booby, a Butfoon, a thing lo came, 
He wears no terrour bout him, but his name. 
And that too, now is ſo ridiclous ma le, 
As it makes none except himſelf atraid. 
When Helmets by his proweſs ſhould be clefr, 
Alas! his heart is with his Miſtriſle left. 
Set paces through the Street he meatures out, 
Bur, cannot, would he hang himſelf, look ſour. 
And he does Meat, that all the World may (cc 
The lillyett Head- piece of the company. 
And let a real Enemy appear, 
would not, tor a groat, be in his Rear. 
In brief, the Puppet is ſcarce fit to be 
Oue ot the Life-Guard co a Gherry-cree, 
And therefore, leſt there a Don Qnixot want, 
The Windmils cake thee for their Combatant. 
Yer, if thou ſhouldſt the Wind would blow thee 
And take advantage of thy copple-crown. (down, 
But, Sir, the Serjeancs that you ſent co me, 

Were they the Serjeants of Your Company ? 
Tis like they were, tor they had learnc of You, 
To come behind, to ſhew their valour too. 
Herein ( brave Heroe ) you Yourlelt enlarge, 
Your Serjeants rally to a Counter-charge. 
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Plain Dealing. Written by Mr. A. B. 


Ell, well, 'tis true, 

I am now faln in Love, 
And 'tis with You. 
Bur fince I plainly ſee, 
Whilſt you'r enthron'd by me above, 
Youall your Arts, and Powers improve 
To tyrant over me, | 
And make my flames th' incentives of Your ſcorn, 
Wnilſt You rejoyce, and feaſt Your eyes, 

To ſee me thus ſorlorn. 


2. 


But yet be wiſe, 

And don't believe that I 

Did think Your eyes 

Brighter than Stars could be, 

Or, that Your Face Angels out»vics 

In their Cœleſtial Liveries, 

»Tis all but Poetry, 

I could have (aid as much by any ſhe, 

You are not Beauteous of your (elf, 
But are made ſo by me. 


3- Though 
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Though we like fools 
Fachom the Earth, the Sky, 
And drein the Schools 
For names t expreſs you by. 
Our-ranct the lowd'it Hyperboles 
To dub ye Saints, and Deities, 
By Cupids Heraldry. 
Weknow y' are fleſh and blood as well as Men, 
And when we pleaſe,can mortalize, 
And make ye ſo again, 


4 


But ſince that fate 
Has drawn me tothe fin 
That I did hate, 
lle not my labour looſe 
But purpoſe, ſince my hand is in, 
Thus to love on, as I begin, 
Spice of choſe Arts you ule, 
And let Vou ſee the World is not ſo bare, 
There's things enough to love, beſide 
Such toyes as Women are, 
5. 


le love good Wine, 

lle love my Book, my Muſe, 

Nay all the nine. 

lle love my real Friend, 

lle love my Horſe, or, could Ichuſe 
One that would not my Love abuſe. 
To Hes my Love ſhould bend. 


K 3 


(134) 
Ne love all thoſe that laugh, and thoſe that ſing, 


Ile love my Country, Prince and Laws, 
And choſe that love the King. 


— — 


As plain dealing, being the Ladies Anſwer, 


Ell, well, tis true, 

T now am out of Love, 
And "cis with You : 
For ſince I plainly ſee 
Yon are ſo high, You cannot take 
A look undtelſs d, but You muſt make 
Your Sing-ſongs thus of me; 
lle henceforth ſquib your Wild-fire flames & (corn, 
Kedintegration, leaving you 

Wichout all hope, forlorn. 


2. 


Come ( Sir ) be wiſe, 

And be aflur'd chat 1 

Have ſtor'd mine eyes 

Wich ſuch Artillery. 

One (mile would make me Stars out do, 

And be Your better Angel too, 

For all Your Poetry 

You muſt, Ice, agam ro Cupids School, 

You neither can me Beautcous makc, 
Nor yet make me a fool- 
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3. 


Your Ranting talk 
Of fathoming the Sky, 
As much needs chalk, 6 
As ever Bedlams lye ; 
You Deiries and Saints can dub, 
Come (gentle Love) out ot the Tub 
And (ee thy Heraldry. Ccrouls, 
Fleſh though we be, and Blood whom death con- 
Vet ro obtain that Fleſh and Blood, 
You'l pawn your very fouls, 


4 

But is it then 

Counted a ſin to love z 

Amongſt you Men 

What Art can, lle uſe, 

And all my ſpight and ſcorn improve, 

Leſt You a ſecond ſute ſhould move, 

And ſo your labour looſe; 

Youtay the World is wide, tell them that care, 

For I have more to do, than mind 
Such toyes as Lovers are. 


5. 


Your Book, this Muſe and that, 
4 nine 

So You will not love me, 

For me, Ilove my Dog, my Cat, 
Nay, I could love I care not what, 
So it may not bechee : 


© Go, love Your Wine, 
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Love You Your Ranting, and Your laughing Crew, 
love my Country, and my King, 
And thoſe that laugh ac you. 


* 


Don a long, long d for Friend contingent- 
ly met in an Inn, who lay all night next 
Chamber to me, and I never knew it till 
next morning. | 


N Ext Room, and I not know ir ? tis a ſign 

The Poet had forgotten to Divine, 

What Circe charm'd me? did the laſt Nights Cup 

Of Leiben Ice, lock my dull ſenfes up. 

With Merten Leaden Key Endymions Cave 

Was never ſo profound, as the warm Grave. 

Rockt me in this dead fleep 3 No more then, ſay 

With thoſe of Old, Love will find out the way. 

For Love is blind, as midnight, elſe for certain, 

His eyes had pierc'd a porous 'Wainſcoat Curtain, 

Dead men can look through clay, and never ſtood 

In need of Souls ro call our mnrder*d blood. 

And ſhall Revenge (ch correſpondence keep 

Wich Death, and (Love) none with Deaths Bro- 
| (ther, lleep!? 

Officious ſteel ro's proper pole does move: 

Ho call ye Love the Load-ſlone then of Love? 

The Marygold, and Heliorroph obey 

Fach motion of the Emperor of the day. 

The cruſty Oyſter knows che Tides juſt hour, 

And by inſtin& unlocks her Peazly Tower. 
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ſet will attract, and, if ye rub it, Amber? 
What ſoul had I, reacht not to the next Chamber? 
Could my dull Muſe my ſenſes recommend 
To reſt, ſhould loſe tch' Idea of my Friend. 
| have not ly'd, ( I hope ) when lexpreſt, 
| alwayes did at his devorion reſt. 
Where were thoſe active Atomes that convey 
Incelligence? had they too loſt their way ? 
Was | torſaken of my Cenis? 
No Mercury ? No Mepbeſtophilw? 
Another, if but talkt of, tat or near, 
The news comes glowing hot up to his ear. 
If good, orbad ? he need no turt her (eck, 
For a Diſcovery than his own Cheek. 
If thought on by his Miſtriſs, as much mis'd, 
A flea leaps withthe ridings to his wrilt: 
he mult kifſe a fool, Oc elſe drink Wine? 
Follow his Noſe, it leads him to the ſigu. 
Swine ken the Wind, Bgaſts Ram, the lilly Mouſe 
Foreſces, and ſhums the downfall of a houſe. 
( ſeaſon, 
Plants, Fiſh, and Fowle, even all things know their 
And bring cheir ſenſe, thus, co upbraid my reaſon; 
But more than Fortune had a hand in chis, 
To add the greater (weecne(l- to our bliſſe. 
Not willing that our joy ſhould come to light, 
Like grealie Candles in a gloomy night. 
When I thould (ay, well mer, but I mult leave ye, 
My heart is light Sir, but, my eyes ate heavy. 
My kinder ſtars did well my joyes ſulpend, 
Becauſe the Morning is the Muſes Friend. 
t therefore, was of Induſtry forborn, 
Till the tweet up-riſe of the Roſie Morn ; 
That Titan might avow it wich a beam, 
Which, had we met o're night, had been a dream. 
* The 
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The Scotch Covenant Army firſt coming in- 
to England. 


Ow comesthe Army, which did you but (ce, 
You'\ (wear it were a Jail delivery. 

They march'd like Goſpellers indeed, none took 

Two Coats, the beſt had but a Tin Cloak. 

Firſt, came che Famous Pedlar, with his pack 

Of (mall Wares, namely, Oatmeal at his back. 

In forraign Fields, he'l now no longer rome, 

But comes for Chriſts ſake ro kill men at home. 

Wich him the Horſe which ſo behaicer'd were, 

A Man would judge them, going tos Fair. 

The Trumpet Boote (ell ſounds oft and long, 

Bue deil a „or Sadle in the throng. (draw: 

Their Boots were Wiſps , they on their Legs did 

Who then can ſay, they were not worth a ſtraw ? 

And as for ſadles, ſome got Blew Caps, ſome 

Got their old Leather brecks to caſe the bumm. 

If Scotland unto ſadles Trees, ſhould find them, 

They'd brought away, more than they'd left be- 
( hind them. 

But hold, theſe were no Jury men, Icrow, 

Yet, they iinpannel'd were, on Horſe-back though. 

I wonder they ne're in the ſtirrop hung, 

For either Foot was with a halcer ſtrung, 

By which it doth evidently appear, 

They came to do much Execution here, 

Wicnefle this Covenant of Ropes, they rye 

Themſclves to bear away accordingly. 


Thus 
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Thus on their Gallowayes while the Army joge, 
You'll (wear their muckle Horſe were Maſtiffe dogs. 
On whoſe keen backs, they did their bums endorſe, 
As Men condemn'd to ride the Wooden Horſe. 
Horſes did not complain for want of ſhoon, 
And reaſon good, for they themſelves had none. 

The Foot marcht in ſuch haſt, that I ſuppole, 
Many a Leg there was out-ran his hoſe, 
Their Cloaths (o tatter'd were, the Engliſh (ware, 
That they had been in fight the day before. 
For their ſlalht Doubtlets were ſcollopt with Rags, 
And a fit prey for Dunghil Rakers bags. 
O had the Army ſtood a little fill, 
What work had there been for a paper will? 
But, that in thoſe ſo antiquated cuts, 
The *Squires of the body had their huts. 
Of all the Shirts upon their backs was found 
Scarce ſo much line would dreſſe a ſingle wound. 
Hot Marches ſer their Throats on ſuch a flame, 
They ma de a drought of Hogs troughs as they came. 
I might march on; but here's enough of theſe 
Volumes muſt ſpeak their bags and baggages. 
In brief here every Ammunition Jack, 
Carry'd at leaſt an Army on his back. 
And hisoun Muſter-malter was, cheſe Fighters, 
Though boſom Friends, would elſe ſoon turn back 
And truly here each individial Widgeon, ( biters. 
Might with the Devil fa, my name is Legion, 

F 
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—_— 
_— 


King CHARLES the Firſt. 


Ur Dread, & deareſt Sov'raign Charles the Firſt, 
The beſt of Men was murder'd by the worſt. 
At His own Gate, by His own Subjects too, 
What more could Barbarous Moors and Scythians dc? 
Falſe Scors,berray*d,and fold him, Loons that would 
Betray again our Saviour Chritt, for Gold. 
Thus fell our Laws, and Liberties Aſſcrtor, 
The Churches Champion, and the Peoples Martyr, 
To prove him Wiſe, Juſt, Learned only look 
Into his moſt incomparable Book : 
Which ſhall his Name to lateſt time preſent, 
When Braſs and Marble need a Monument. 


—_— 


— D p ꝛä— — —— ——ç— —⸗E 
— — 


The High and Mighty Monarch CHARLES 
the Second. 


Ng/and awake ſee how the Royal beams, 

Like Eaſters Sun, dance on the wanton ſtreams. 
Great Ceſar comes, the Pbeſpber of our Morn, 
After an Ages night of woe, and (corn. 

Hail Sacred Phenix, thou that doſt return 

From the ſpic'd aſhes cf thy Fathers Urn. 

Ride on, and reckon every day of thine 

Auſpicious, as thy ewice May's twenty nine. 

He — has never been Unfortunate, 

Savours not halfe the ſweets of happier Fate. 
That 
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That comfort only is ſecure, and high, 
W hoſe baſe is deepeſt laid in miſery. 


— 


To Boſcobella. 


Madam, 


Love, and truly, ſhould I nor, 

I muſt have both You, and my ſelf forgot ? 
| talk not of the little winged Boy, 
Nor his Fair flattering Mot ber that burnt Troy. 
Nor cloath I my Diſcourſe iu Paſt'ral dreſſe, 
Call my ſelf Swain, nor You my Sheperdeſle. 
I rank You not with Heavens bright Tutelars, 
Nor Rival You unto the Moon, or Stars. 
Condemn not then my plainneſle, wr I mean 
No feigned ſtory, but Love's faithful ſcene, 
And ſend You therefore to augment ics Fuel, 
This preſent of Plain dealing, for a Jewel. 


Upon George Satchell, preſenting his 
Maſter Kid in ſtead of Fawn. 


( mighe chus 
Her give him Kid, for Fawn? ¶ George ) You 
Make him a Rabber of a roaſted Puſſe. 
This is Welch Veniſon indeed, ods lid, 
Didft think to fawn upon him with a Kid? 


This 
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This Veniſon thou didſt at fight procure, 
Thou were'c not George on horſe-back, for it ſure; 
But, had thy Maſters ſcuſe been quick, and near, 
He could not chooſe, but have melt out the cheat: 
My Mule of this excuſe for thee bethinks , 
Some hold that Veniſon is beſt when't ſtiriks, 
May be he Kid for Veniſon had took, 
Hadſt thou but had Rebecche for thy Cook ? 
But this fo ſtunk, it did detect thy Knavery, 
Rebeccha never could have made it ſavoury. 
I'm confident thy Maſter did disburſe 
Not the leaſt bleſſing ro thee, but a curſe. 
How didſt thou catch it? prethee (ay, I heard, 
As David did the Lyon, by the beard. 
Thy Veniſon is ſuch, thy Maſter ſcorns, 
And for thy labour, ſends thee back the horne, 
This Rammiſh changling does with Ven'ſou matcht 
But who would look for Ven'ſon in a ſatchel. (ill, 


Den 4 Gentleman preſenting His Miſiris 
a young Cypreſs Cat. 


g pray, that You preſent Het chus 
A Kuling, do You take Her for a Puſte ? 

'Tis probable, You might ſuſpcct her, nay, 

And thought Your Cat would ſure, claw her away. 

Why did You not, it Puls Your mind muſt break, 

Provide her drink, that would make a Cat ſpeak ? 

This ſerious objeR ( Sir) may (poil her chat, 

And make her welancholy, as Your Cat. 

Your wiſhes yet, may ſo redreſſe your tolly, 

As all her clouds may turn, Leve Melauchelly. 


Our meaning 
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It ſeems the Lady's of a loving mind, 

And chen, do what you can, Cat will rokind. 

The preſent proper is, maugre the Fates, 

The Cupboards Courtiers are the Maids and Cats. 
You ſhew Your (elf a Polititiarr, 

But how if ſhe (ſhould now turn Cat in pan? 

Or if ſome: friend ſho! d chance with her prevail, 

And like the Car, ſhe thould play with her cail ? 
Then you in Your defence mult guard the houſe, 
And watch her, as a Cat ſhould watch a mouſe. 
Yet, know it, if you kerp roo ſtrict a watch, 

Von live like Dogs and Cats, to bite and (cratch ? 
If chi ſhould happen ( but I hope not though,) 
Puſs mult reign her Cypreſs ro your brow, 

And could Y our Cat her Lives to You aflign, 

lle lay my Lite You would bate eight, of nine. 
But what a fool am , to be controwling 

A fancy that + run a Caterwowling ? 

| hope (he will not from chis Cat infer, 

That You't turn Cat, and only play with her. 
Nor can Ithink you to unhandſom, that 

You come to get a bit (Sir) tor Your Car. 
Prevail ſay I, and profp*rovly go on, 

And may Your Cat, make You a Witington, 

"Tis ſometimes policy, in Mask-diſguiſe, 

To look upon a Lady with Cats eyes. 

With which her cunning incrignes You may mark, 
For, though Love's blind, a Cat can ſce ith' dark. 
Ah pocky Car! | had gone further yet, y 

But that my pen is into Cats-teeth (plir, 
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The Willow Garland. 


Ow many Coronets of Daffodillies, 

Of purer Roſes, and of Papbiar Lillies. (own, 
Wove thy falſe hope for her, thou thougheſt chine 
When Fate was wreathing Willows for thy Crown? 
Unhappy Faith to cruſt ſo falſe a love, 

Could taſt and looſe thee in the Mirtle Grove. 
Thoſe bliſsful ſhades, where every ſacred bough, 
Offer'd it ſelf to kifſe and Crown thy brow. 

Thy Tongue, alas, is loſt in the ſurprize, 

And nothing now is fluent, but chine eyes 3 

From whoſe all-watry Bank«,theſe Willows ſpread, 
And plat a woful Garland for thy head. 

On every Leaf, Crowns thy neglected Hair, 

Hang all thy fears, lighs, cares, doubts, and deſpair, 
Whilſt o're thy Crown, as other Crowns, the loſſe 
Of all thy preſents is a real Crofl-, 

Unfortunate ! that all Herbs Powers could not 
Cure thy Jeep wounds, & unkind ihnen would nor. 
Bur fince their vertue fails, (cek it in death, 

And change thy Willow for a Cypreſs wreath. 
Forſaken ? tis a ſound to be abhorr'd, 

Some blaſted air form'd that unlucky word. 

— wap: for Her Sex, thou canſt not fight her) 
Thy choler Sulphur, and thy fury Nitre, 

To this, thy Willow add, and thou haft powder, 
And couldit thou fancy rage, or vengeance lowder. 
Thy heavy heart, next into Bullets caſt, 
Sure thou for her, wilt be prepar*d at laſt, 
| Then 
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Thy heavy heart next into Bffllets caſt, 

Sure thou for her, wilt be prepar'd ac laſt. 

Then from her flinty boſom, ſtrike a ſpark, 

And fire it at her heart, ſhe's a fair mark. 

But now I think upon't, thou —— de ſitt, 

It is a white, thy deſtiny has miſs d. 

What though,the Willow wretched heads adorns, 

Thou wear'tt it but as Cuckolds dotheir Horns. 
Content then with thy Chaplet ſet thee down, 
Who can deſpair, when ſorrow hasa Crown ? 


— — 
— — 


To Captain John Clarke, bn his ATivity 
in ſuppreſſang the Phanaticks. 


Ark on Phanaticks, do; ye may as ſoon, 
With Syrian Wolves, prevail againſt the Moon, 
As Clarkes unblemiſh'd Honour, which is ſuch, 
Ye may Malign, but never hope to t'uch. 
Your Eyes without an Optick cannot clime 
The Sphere his Fame moves in, *tis too ſublime : 
For like the Sun it does in Glory tit, 
Exhaling envious Vapors after it; 
Which yet e're while upon their proper Bogs 
Recoil again in roaky Miſts and Fogs. 
But (well and burſt, and ler your eager Galls 
Baniſh Your Souls from their black Hoſpitals : 
And my the Aſps your poyſonous Tougues for 
To perſecute them in the Stygien Lake. \J 
A Seed of Schiſmaticks, that would no doubt, 
Like Vipers tear your Mothers Bowels out; 
A Generation that like Demo 
Fry in the ſhade, and = ill in the Sun. 


Let 
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Let them but to their lurking holes retire, 
The Sifter (ers the Brothers zeal on fice . 
But bring them to the Church, and they ſhall fic 
More frozen than an icy Anchoret, | 
Surc a new Sect of Glo-worms theſe muſt b 2 
That glitter only in obſcurity : 
For at high-noon they arc involy'd in night, 
And have under a Buthel ogly light. 
Like Owls they Cloiſter in an Ivy-tod ; 
And with Dark» Lanthorns grope about for God, 

Thete be che Locuſts did our Land annoy 
Double che tedious ten years Siege of Troy 5 
An yet in troubled Waters ſtill delight, 
They thew their Teeth, and would, but dare not bite. 
But let chem hug their venom, that alone, % 
Like Wine, ſhall eat the Vipers to the bone. 
The ut moſt theretore of their malice dare: 
Their Jacob, ſta fie can never reach your Star. 
Their Hatred does but ſet your vertue forth, 
There is no Envy where there is no Worth. 
Date but what brave is, and Action attords 
A Language louder than the no;ſe ot Words. 
On ſtill (brave ſoul) and down with their Forlorn: 
Their Lnvy's better booty than their Scorn. 
Blind Fools, that to foreltall coo forward Fate, 
Muſt Envy what che wiſeſt æmulate. 
Of good Men (Sir) You merit more than well, 
That rake away the Scabs from Iſrael. 
The Crown and Church ttile You,for what is done, 
A Loyal Subject, and a loving Son. 
Theſc Gangrenes from the Churches Body muſt 
Be lopꝰ d off and your oft try'd Steel they truſt 
Willi noc turn edgenow, when there is ſuch need, 
The Lunaticks of London (Sir) ſhould bleed. | 

| Graye 
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Grave their Sedition in their Heſh, And ler 
Your Sword a Copy to all Captains ter ; 
Whiltt You (brave Clark) bent to your Conntries 
Subſcribe ker Vindication with your ond, god 
Cudgel and Carbonadethem v're aud ore: 
And Ropping one mouth make a thoufand more, 
Ouc with the Brains of Babel Brats; And when 
Like impudent worms, they dare but tun agen. 
Give thy enraged hand leave to denounce 
Their K xecution and their Urn at once. 


Beat em to dirt ; let ev*ry Corps but have 


His Sk u for Cottin, and his Earth for Grave ; 
Then co thy (elf upon their Ruines raile 

A Pyramid of everlaſting proile. 

For fair and high nceds mult that Fabrick be 
Where Honour founded is on Loyalty. 


CAPTAIN JOHN CLARKE. 


Annagram. 


I CLEAR NOPHANATICK. 


How 7 I cltar no Phanatick ? Here you ſee 

An Annagram mage up of Loyalty. 

Fortune and Nature ſure conſpir'd that you 

Should be the Scourge of the Phanatick, Crew. 

'Tis ſuch an Annagram, all that look upon t 

5 wear Your Commiſſion was ſigu d at the Font. 
Hence ( Noble Captain) «ll the World infer 

T" bad ne Phanatick to your Godfather, 
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—— 


Upon forty ſhillings refus d for a Nightin- 
gal that dyed next day. 


Hg! ? forty ſhillings proffer'd, and ſo oft? 
The Nightingal, belic ve me, ſung aloft. 
Bur, wouldft not take it ( Freak? ) had 1 been he, 
Pe ſcarce have given a Noble more for thee. 
What luck hadſt thou 7 the Bird, alas, fond man, 
Sung her own dirge, as dots the dying Swan. 
Fool! for a toy, ſince thou wouldit ſo much looſe, 
The dying Bird, Icaves thee a living Gooſe, 
Who, when thy ſoctiſh folly (he eſpy'd, 
Kickt up her heels for very grief and dy'd. 
That tou, the, wiſer thought, ſhouldſt live ſo long, 
And parc wich forty ſhillings for a Song. 
The Nightingal comes in a ſtorm, they ſay 
Thine rais'd a ſtorm in thee when 't went away. 
Of thy (weer Choriſter thou wett too choice, 
But now thy Syren ( Frank ) has loſt her voice. 
And being dead, what is the worth? a ruſh ? 
This Bird in hand had been as well ich” buſh. 
Know this, and for it henceforth be my Debter, 
A Bird in hand does well, but money better. 
The evil Angels ſure did overcome thee, 
Or thou hadſt never driven good Angels from thee. 
Hadſt thou but let their beams thy pocket gild, 
Thou hadit been Crown'd,that now art chronicled. 
( weathers, 
They would have made thee fing; and drink all 
But much good do ye ( Fran) with your fine fear 
(thers. 
Here 
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Here lyes that Bird, can neither chirp. nor fing, 
But, where's the mony ? that's upon the wing. 
In carneſt, this is but a ſorry jeſt, 
You, and your Bird are both dead in the neſt. 
Thus, ill advis'd, thou halt deny'd to day 
Money for that, to morrow throwes away. 
Thou haſt, [tell chee true, as the cafe ſtands, 
A dead commodity lyes on thy hands. 
Whilſt Avarice ſpur'd thy demands ſtill higher, 
le lay my life, thou haſt loſt money by her. 
But ne*re repent, nor be to patlion ſtix d, 
For thou arc rid of an unlucky Bird. 
Thy Nightingal did to thy grief depart, 
And left her thorn to prick chee to the eart. 


To the foul and falſe. 


Iſh not to know this Woman, ſhe is worſe 
Than all Ingredients made into a curſe. 
Were ſhe but Ugly, Peeviſh, Proud, a Whore, 
Perjur'd, and Painted, ſo ſhe were no more. 
I could forgive her, and connive at this, 
Alleaging , ftill ſhe but a woman is : 
But ſhe is worſe, and may in time fore-ſtall 


The Devil, and be the damning of us all, 
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— 


To the Fair and Faithful. 


Et wiſh to know her, for, ſhe ſweeter is, 
Than Indian ſpices for EHſi an blife, 
Were ſhe but Comply, Courtcous, and Tall, 
Conſtant, and Chaſt as Doves, if that were all, 
I could not love her, though mjoyn'«! by fate ? 
Nature does this in others imitate : 
But ſhe's a vertue, may from ve recall 
The World, and be the faving of us all. 


— — — ———— ———_—_ — 
—ä — . 


Opor 4 Friend calling me out in a froſty 
Morning to take a walk to Holloway be- 
fore day. 


TE winged Knight had ſcarce procleim'd the day, 
When Charles che Chentecleer cryes, Come a- 
He call'd me in an interval, too ſoon ( way. 
To ſce the Sun, and roo late for the Moon; 
Nevertheleſs his clamour does out-plead, 

The (oft and filcut Retborick of my bed. 

I (tart, and grope my Cloaths out, and with fcet, 
Not guided by my eyes, but ears, we meet. 

C Charles ) faid I, prethee ſtay till ic be night. 

For none but Thieves and Spirits walk by light. 
gut on we march, till our juſt fears prevail, 

And make us take a {ubteriuge of Ale. 


Thus 
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Thus rufhe we on the Rocks to ſhun the ſhelves, 
That is, for fear of Thieves, we rob'd our (elves. 
At laſt we lookt upto theglawning — 
And ſaw Heavens Polypbeme had op'd bis eye. 
Then co the nipping Fields we march together, 
Preluming that we might out- face the Weather. 
The iin-ever=:lod pav'd way we went, where oft, 
That which we fear'd (oo hard, we found too toit. 
A way, fo crodden was with Cow and Oxe, 
It lookt as it had gotten the imal Pox, 
Be't what it will, I can aſſure ye thus, 
It was ſo tender 'cwould not bear wich us. 
Through many a Helowsy I me ſure we can, 
Fre we could {et an eye on the Green man. 
Vet this indeed, I muſt in juſtice tay, 
Heaven ſeem' d t' have lent the Earth her milky way. 
Ac every ltep we left the graſs behind, 
Candy'd with Sugar, more than twice refin'd. 
The Filh were jayl'd up in che Cryſtal ponds, 
And paths were ſtrou d wich duſt of Diamonds. 
Not an impreſſion where a Horſe had gone, 
But it was garnilhe wich a Briſtel ſtone, 
The Muſes too inſpir'd us fo that time, 
That we were over-head and ears in ry'me. 
I ſhould have more of this, our travel told, 
But chat tis now, troth, as it then was, cold. 
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Upor 4 Ceutlewoman providing a ſecond | © 
Husband whilſt ber firſt was alive. 
H Ere's a new way to beat up Loves alarmsz 
Beſpeak one Husband in anothers arms ? þ 
You are a nimble Whipſter here I (ee, 
You'l loſe no time, but, faith you ſhall loſe me. Ti 
You come apace, but pray, upon what ſcore ? O 
Is this Your forecaſt, for a caſt before? Ic 
If You caſt forward, thus you'l throw moſt men, Ye 
And muſt be ridden wich a Crupper then. Ol 
Your Husband's ſick, and you fear al ill be Ne 
Marry d before your day of Jubilee. Al 
Admit him too in your opinion dead, O! 
What of all that? he is not buryed : W 
Nor yet in's Winding ſheet, unleſſe you'd have M. 
As the Prieſt ſayes, his bed co be his Grave, La 
If chat be (© ? 2 no reaſon, why, Bl. 
Being his Wife, you ſhould not witch him lye. Ar 
Pray be content, L like not ſo the life, it 
To purchaſe the Reverfion of a Wife. 
So long as I thought good, for thee Itartyed, Tt 
But now (and may it kill chee ) | am marryed, Le 
To one whoin above all thy Sex | love Bu 
Wich an affection nothing can remove. Ye 
Or any whit abate, untill I be, Yo 
As thou wouldſt had thy Husband, dead for me. An 
Whoſe impudence in this too forward puſh, 0 
Would ſhame a Wife, and make a Widdow bluſh. 1 
The 


(153) 


The Vizor Mark. 


Buys! ! what 2 Bug-bear?guard me gentle Love, 
Women have got their ſecrets now above. 
There's Treachery in your dark Lanthorn put, 
Or queſtionlefle, you'd never keep it ſhut. 

I cannot but lament Your black Diſaſter, 

You look like Cows, bumbled for breaking Paſture. 
Of many ſhifts I ha ve ta ne notice, but 

Never did Iſee ſuch a cover - lut. 

All Zgypt in a diſmal Darkneſs lyes 

Only a little Goſhen for your eyes. (holes — 
Who, while your Gloworms through the ſoop- 
Make me l know you not, from a black Sheep. 
Ladies, methinks you do your Drefle miſ-place, 
Black Hoods are for the Head, not for the Face. 
And yet your Hooding thus, I cannot blame, 

If 't be, as tis with Hawks, to keep you tame? 


ps, 
Thus you, from Forehead down the Cheeks — 
Leſt we ſhould ſee your Spots, the whole Ecclipſe. 
But "cis no matter, you have hit the mark, 
Your Faces now, juſt as your deed*, are dark. 
Your impious actions ſome concealment ask, 
And you have got confuſion for a Mask. 
O Impudence, but that ye wanted grace, 
had not been now alkam'd to ſhew your face. 
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What ? have you been at Hed'em with a Pox, 
That You have put Your Noſe in a black Box? 
I'me ſorry that the humour (ſhould fo (werve, 
But prethee (ay, will no leſſe Plaiſter ferve ? 
See then the fruic of your confoumded Claps, 
Y' have gocten now black Menden on your Chaps. 
Tis a dark nighe, and yet the Moon's at full, 
Europe's cover d here with 2 black Bull, 
But, fate wil] have ic o, I vow *15 hard, 
That inch «+ you ſhould be of che black-guard. 
You have my picry, hut to tell Von true, 
This, this is ir your Pride has brought You to. 
What can { of Your Commendation write 2 
Nothing, unleſſe [le {ay the Crow is white, 
Your harlotry has brought ye tothis coat, 
And blemiſht Your Eſcutcheons with this blot, 
Hereafcer (Ladies ) let me beg this boon, 
If ye be Fair? put not on night, ar noon. 
This comfort though, to your dark ſhop belongs 
The Mask chat hides Your Faces, holds your 
(tongues. 


— _— — — — — — 
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Vindication of the Vizor-Mash. 
8 | | 


Hen trouble me no more, but go and a«k 
Altronomers, why Lane wears a Mask! 
Or why the Stars that of themſelves are bright 
For want of ſkadows, make a Mask of light? 
If as to theſe, you ignorance confeſſe: 
How dares Your tudeneſs then attach my drefle ? 
Whole ſubterfuge I rake but in extreams, 
Of the face-(ullying Fogs,and ſultry beams. 
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In ſofteſt skins my tender hands I caſe , 
And would you have me weather beat my Face? 
But ſtay; the falhion moves You, it appears 
"Cauſe it wants tape to tack it to my ears: 
Or caule it — per that's the cauſe I doubt 
My Grandam's Chin-cloath for to eke it out. 
No, | (hall pug my Mask on now, and fave 
My Muffler for my journey to my Grave. 
A ſuitable, though (able Field's my Vail, 
Richer by far, than your's part per pale. 
You ſay it covers boch my Cheeks and Chin, 
And tell me (pray Sir ate not they akin ? 
But here's che matter makes my Mask unmeet, 
It hides my Face, tis like, when you would ſceit. 
If ſo? Iam, andwich a juſt excuſe, 
In pitty to your weakneſſe a Recluſe. 
For fearing a ſurprize, my Face I hid, 
Leſt houſd tempt You with the Fruit forbid, 
You ſay You know me not, what then ? the Tree 
Of Knowledge, has a Root of miſery. 
You cell us Thouſand ſtories in your books, 
That Women wound ye with their very looks, 
Mine may be Ponyards for-ought You e're ſaw, 
And are You angry that I do not draw ? | 
Miſchiefs have ena, eyes, be wiſe and keep 
P andora's Box (hut, and let Lyons ſleep. 
Bent ſo fool hardy, and ſo foud of death, 
To dare out ſteel, that lumbers in its ſheath. 
Confder, but ic is as ſafe to ſtare 
Upon a Baſilick, as her that's Fair. 
And have no hope: if ſhe be otherwiſe, 
Her Mask is then a mercy to thine eyes. 
Say Tameoa Rate of Marriage come, 
Do I not well to keep my Face at home 

| Oc 
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Or if unmarry'd? tell me why I ſhould 
Keep open Shop, where nothing's co be ſol d. 
Given or parted wich, but ſay there were, 
Believe it tis but fo one Cuſtomer. 
And to direct him to this heart of mine, 
I need not ſet my face out fora Sign. 
Thus Maid, or ma try d fair, foul,what you will, 
The Vizor-Mask carries a fayour (till, 


— — — ® — — 


Upon 4 Mad Parſon playing at Tables for 
Tobacco, and carried le the Compter. 


Parſon playing, proves the Goſpel true, 

A The Harveſt great is, bur, the lab*rours few, 

The Candle now ( while you're extinguiſht quite) 

Is all the burning, and the ſhining light. 

Are you for Tables? Moſes does produce 

Tables that more befit a Levits uſe. 

Which would you practice, and be cunning in, 

You there might ſouls, and not Tobacco win, 

Why would Youplay fo open? when one blot 

O'cethrows your Game, and falls upon Your Coat · 

You were too forward, and therein too blame, 

The cunning Serjeanc plaid an after-game. 

And ſtill his opportunity did wait, 

No point was open, but the Compter- Gate. 

Your Landlord ran for*t, and the Lime-twig now, 

Wanting a Man to enter, enter'd you. 

Who little thought ſo ſoon as -= ad riſen, 

You were to preach unto the ſpirits in priſon. 

Where now you wiſh(with all your heartno doubt) 

You were ( as you alas have oft been) out. n 
ut 
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But, ah! poor Parſon, thy ill fortune falls, 
Like Ba/aams four leg'd Elder's, twixt the Walls. 
But, art thou handled in this Piteous faſhion ? 
Suffer I pray a word of Exhortation, 

And is it ſo, thou thus art faln? *Tis well, 
The way to Heaven, 15 by the Gates of Hell. 
But is it ſo, thou art indeed (poor foul ) 

In Peters ſheet among all manner of foul. 

And wholy deſtitute of Liberty, 

Chain'd up as books are in a Library, 

And fo diſtra&ed, thou canſt go about 

No ſtudy, for the ſtudy to get out? 

Then learn we hence this wholſom Leſſon, we 
That profeſs Orders, ſhould live orderly. 

Take my advice, tis Your attention worth, 
Precept does well, but Practice that holds forth, 
But time I ſee prevents me, I muſt run, 
Beloved, one word more and I have done. 

Here Ihmael could not forbear a (coffe; 

Parſon, I ſee what Colledge you are of. 

Thus, briefly I have done with you at laſt, 

I ſhould proceed, but ſee the time is paſt, 
Ihave, l fear, your patience too much vext, 
And therefore, ſo much for this time and Text. 


Vpon | 
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H. 
. . 3 
A 
Upon a Leiceſter ſbire Parſon in his Pulpit Y 
inveighing againſt Citizens, particularly 
one Gentleman preſent in the Church, and © 
Suitor to a Gentlemans Danghter of the Þ 
Pariſh, warning the Maids Parents to tale T 
heed, for Citizens come in fine Cloaths ,| H: 
which, tis like they never paid for. £ 
Ow now ? what means this Bean-Belly Divine,? | P. 
For want of Pearls he's caſting Peas to Swine. | J. 
What Seminary pray pretend you to ? I. 
You ſhould be Oxon by Your lowing (0. | At 
Has London diſ-oblig*d you (Sir) tis pitty {Ar 
Ware nota Fonab to condemn the City. Ye 
And yet ( (mall Prophet ),cruſt you but for fuffe, II. 
You'l bring Us to Repentance ſoon enufte, * 
For I believe youthen would whipto Town, Ju 
And be in our bocks, oftner than your own. Fo 
But tell us (Sir. ) where was your Text? And pray Ar 
How came this uſe of caution in your way ? Int 
Methinks Your Doctrine ſmells roo much of leven, | 1 
To interdi& Marriage deſign'd in Heaven; Pa 
You would be Chrift's ſubvicar ſure ! I wonder, 
Whom God is joyning, you dare put aſunder. 
Firſt with the Parents worſhip you began, 


Are we not all che Sons of finful man, 

Veſſels of Earth, and vilenefle, Worms that muſt | 

Confeſſe our aſhes, and extraction duſt ? | 

Sir, when you preach, it is t he ſouls Eſtate ; 

K other wealth your Subject be, you prate ? 
Herein, 


Cs 
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Herein, indeed, you your great reading ſhew 
To quote the Fathers, and the Mothers too. 
And even the Children ; my conjecture' this, 
Your Text muſt needs be our of Geneſis. 

And (Sir) you did divide it thus I know, 

The Ubi, Cn, he Duan and Quemode. (match her, 
Quam was the Maid, the Bux the Man would 
The Q»-modo was all how he ſhould catch her. 
The Voi was Cheap-ſide, you could Divine , 
Had they been marry'd too, the very lign. 

For the abuſes and miſ-applications, 

They rather Cudgelaskt chan commendations. 
Pray what had you to do with outward drefle, 
You were to ſee us cluath'd with Righteouſnets, 


The Citizen I'm ſure was in ſheeps cloathing, 


| And ſo were you, though a wolfe by your mouthing. 
And fo were you ? Icallthoſe words agen, 
| Your Wits (Sit) were but a wool-gathering then. 
His cloaths were paid for(Prieftere he came down, 
Would all your Sermons, were as ſure your own. 
Such an Elaborate piece as this is, calls 
For a Grand auditory, ſuch as St. Pauls, 
And yet you may your ſelf that labour ſave, 
Inſtead ot hums, you there would hifles have. 
This [ forgive, but have a care 'orh*next, 
Parſon, indeed you were beſide your Text. 
It into morefuch folly you be led, (head, 
You'l break your Brains, And I (hall break your 


A Mc [evi magne ſacerdos. 


FINIS. 
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